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Living Dolls 


"Clouzot had a scenario which rested on some very written scenes, very elaborate, and of heaps of passages which 
were a species of groundwork for improvisations. It was very contradictory - like Clouzot himself. It did not 
compose at all, it wished to fly off its plans to life but its formation was opposed to it a little." 


- Laurent Terzieff, who plays “Stanislas Hassler” in La Prisionniere 


LA PRISONNIERE (WOMAN IN 
CHAINS, THE CAPTIVE ONE) 

(1969 U.S.A. Release; 1968 European 
Release) Director: Henri-Georges Cluzot 





Original French poster for La Prisonniere: 
An elegant simplicity 


La Prisonniere is the last film master 
director Henri-Georges Cluzot made before his death. 
Known for his classic thrillers Diabolique and The 
Wages of Fear, Cluzot made one of the most 
penetrating studies of sadomasochism set within the 
pop-art world of the late 1960s. Surprisingly, the 
movie got a chilly reception in its native France, a 
country where S&M is pretty much accepted. 
Parisian critics attacked it for a “fundamental 
meanness.” 


Cluzot traveled to the U.S. to promote the 
film. Exploitation film distributor king Joe Levine 
glommed on to the film’s commercial possibilities 
and released the movie through his company, Avco 
Embassy Pictures. La Prisonniere got a much 
warmer critical reception in the states, as reviewers 
were taken aback that such a serious, revered 
filmmaker would tackle this subject matter — though 


it had been a staple for years in the exploitation 
world. Its ad campaign and the critical reaction to the 
film left an indelible mark on Mr. Sleazoid, who was 
10 years old at the time. | 


Even though considered one of the great 
forays into S/M eroticism in cinema, La Prisonniere. 
disappeared from public view for many years. After 
it began surfacing through Francophile video stores, 
dupers honed in on its content and the movie is now 
more widely accessible. 








Joe Levine’s American campaign for the film: 
Playing up the S&M for exploitation shocks 


La Prisonniere opens with the protagonist 
Stanislas “Stan” Hassler (Laurent Terzieff) fondling 
his meticulously constructed rubber dolls of females 
some of which are nude, which lay across his desk. 
Ominous music plays on the soundtrack. Wearing an 
angst ridden, tortured face with a slight lip twitch, he 
touches their breasts, drags them slowly on the table 
with the end of his glasses, and uses them to simulate 
various bondage positions. Disturbed, he stares into 
the camera as the credits roll. 


Cut to the happy couple Josee (Elisabeth 
Weiner) and Gilbert (Bernard Fresson) waking up 
after a night in bed. Gilbert is a modern art sculptor 
who shows his work at doll fetishist Stan’s gallery in 
downtown Paris. They drive to the train,.and Gilbert 
jestingly mimics a few of his fellow passengers to 
Josee’s consternation. There’s a bit of underlying 
friction to the couple. 


They arrive in Paris and hop in Josee’s car. 


Stopping in front of Stan’s gallery, their car almost 


hits Stan. in the movie’s first menacing omen. Stan 
merely kids, “watch out, you suburbanites!” Gilbert 
goes into Stan’s crowded gallery, where artists are 
quarreling about the space allotted to their exhibits. 
He. denies Josee even a kiss before she heads off to 
work. 


Josee is a film editor at French TV 
broadcasting... She’s cutting a documentary about 
abused women. The first subject we see her studying 
on the moviola is an Algerian woman talking about 
her husband beating her bloody, then forgiving him. 
“I am sort of a slave to him. And it’ll be that way 
until the end.” Josee protests to a male.coworker that 
she can’t believe it. “He beats her and she forgives 
him!” “They’re all the same,” says the co-worker 
matter of factly. “You are so naive.” 


Josee attends the opening night party at 
Stan’s gallery. It’s dotted by real-life celebrities like 
. Euro superstar Michel Piccoli, who slips out with, 
“Tve got a really important part to play now.” 
Through a labyrinth of psychedelic colors and 
vibrating shapes, she sees Gilbert giving a rap to a 
slatterny reporter. She catches him, but hands him 
her car keys, saying, “if you want to go to bed with a 
floozy you can borrow my car.” Apparently, they're 
free to go outside of their relationship for sex if they 
tell each other, a surefire recipe for eventual disaster. 





Stan and Josee in Stan ’s gallery 


Stan has been watching this little scene like 
a hawk. Now he can go after the wife he’s been 
obsessing over. He gives a quick statement to the 
press about how he’s launching the “supermarket of 
art” in which each item will be unique. He then 
invites Josee to his pad for an after-party drink. 


Stan’s opulent apartment is full of classic 
artworks and fetish momentos like a statuette of two 
high heels joined together. “I don’t sell them, I' 
collect them” - He offers Josee a drink as he says that 
he doesn’t drink except for fruit juices. “I’m really 
not much fun,” he snickers. Then he begins showing 
her calligraphy samples on a slide projector. Various 
handwriting of historical figures like Napoleon 
appear as Stan explains how each person’s writing 
may present the same word but is really saying 
something individual. Suddenly, a photo of a nude 
woman in chains on her knees.appears. Josee begins 
giggling, then apologizes. “Who's the girl?” “A 
companion.” Stan knows he’s found a perfect victim 
and is experienced enough to leave her wanting more. 
He declares that show’s over as she begs to see the 
photo again. He turns on the light and shows her to 
the door. 


The next morning, Josee sees the daily 
papers and is rather upset. The reporter did devote a 
column to Gilbert — though he claims he had been 
misquoted and the article is a pack of lies. Josee 
mentions that she went to Stan’s place and that he 


_ Showed her samples of calligraphy — along with 


nudes in bondage. Gilbert finds that unsurprising 
about Stan and calls him “a real weirdo.” 


Josee ends up seeing Stan in a crowded 
street attempting to get a cab and gives him a lift. 
She wants to see more of his photographs and wants 
to watch him work. Stan tries to decline, saying that, 
“Gilbert is my friend.” “He called you a weirdo,” 
Josee admits. That’s all the ammo a sadist needs. 
“Oh really...” 


Stan goes into an excited diatribe about how 
everyone enjoys humiliation and the safety of having 
another person control the situation. He explains to 
Josee that he doesn’t get personally involved with his 
models; if they do fall for him, they stand to lose the 
money. They're women who answer ads in 
photography magazines who want the exposure. 


Josee moseys around Stan’s apartment and 
opens a trunk that has a menacing contraption that we 
never actually see. “We don’t use that all the time.” 
Stan sets up his elaborate, Peeping Tom styled 
camera equipment. A sharp phallic metal rod hits the 


floor and completes the tripod. To initiate Josee into 
his kinky scene, he asks her to help him set the 
lighting while they wait for the model to arrive. 


Aware that he offers women a theater in which to ` 


safely play out their manias — as he plays out his — he 
orders Josee to stand with her hands above her head 
and “imagine that you’re suspended.” 


The model arrives: Maggie, a slutty little 
low bourgeoisie redhead. She's posing to earn 
money for hairdressing school. Her roommate had 
posed for Stan before; as in many bondage situations, 
there’s a grapevine effect in finding the models. 
Maggie tells a slightly vulgar story about how her 


and her brother would sleep on the skin of a tiger he ~ 


had shot. Under the hot lights, Stan has Maggie 
strike a variety of poses. Josee grows simultaneously 
uncomfortable, jealous and aroused. She puts her 
hands between her legs in a masturbatory gesture. 
Stan has Maggie remove her top and put on a 
transparent plastic shirt. After Stan clicks away, 
Maggie becomes dizzy and sweaty from the heat. 
She sits on the couch next to Josee, who becomes 
uncomfortable at this sudden familiarity and flees the 
apartment. 


At home, Josee acts more remote with 
Gilbert, who suspects that something is off. She goes 
to Stan’s gallery and offers to pose for him. She 
promises that she won’t flee again. Stan mentally 
humiliates her by making her call Maggie back for 
another session and apologize for her “idiotic” 
behavior. He then has her remove one of her low- 
heeled half boots so he can enjoy watching her 
hobble. 


Her head still in a funk from this encounter, 
Josee goes to the TV studio to edit the most severe 
domestic abuse clip, one that describes a metasexual 
kink orgy worthy of Jamie Gillis. A bourgeoisie 
woman in her mid thirties says, “I had a breakdown 
after it happened. He had a prostitute on the bed. 
She was naked. Over her private area were 
Photographs, photographs of every sort of 
pornography, some that I had only heard existed but 
had never actually seen. He threw the photos in my 
face. The girl tried to kiss me. She looked like a 
drug addict. And I looked over at him. He was there. 
With another man...” 


Josee rushes to Stan’s apartment. From the 
moment she enters it, we see everything from the 
p.o.v. of Stan’s camera. It’s a stunning visual trapeze 
as much as the verbal monologue that preceded it. 
Josee, looking apprehensive, walking in the door. 
Josee and Maggie. A myriad of shots of both the 


women, topless, Josee reveling in her moment of 
submission. 


After this encounter, Gilbert suspects that 
something’s up between Josee and Stan. He stops 
delivering sculptures to Stan, even though he has an 
upcoming show in Germany. Gilbert tells Stan that 
he wants to cease working with him, and Stan gives 
him his catalogs for Germany with a smug 
handshake. 


Josee begs Gilbert to take her along on his 
trip to Germany: At this point, the only way he can 
express his jealousy is by rejecting her. He refuses to 
allow her to come, even though she’s obviously 
troubled. 


While Gilbert is away Josee accompanies 
Stan on a romantic idyll at the Brittany shore. In one 
of the film’s most sumptuous compositions, Stan 
holds her on a seaside rock as the waves crash around 
them, drenching them both. It’s as close to another 
human this practiced obsessive compulsive sadist has 
ever allowed himself to be. Back in the hotel room, 
they take off their chilly wet clothing. Stan, 
overwhelmed by an inner warmth that he has trained 
himself never to accept, is practically in tears as 
Josee gives him head before they have sex. 


The next day, Stan and Josee walk arm in 
arm by a boatyard. A street photographer snaps a 
Polaroid. Stan, perturbed, tries to shoo him away but 


Josee buys the picture. Back at the hotel, Stan 


instructs room service to send up an expensive meal 
of oysters, lobster and cream cake. While Josee is in 
the shower, he sees that she’s written on the 
photograph “we’re very much in love. PH tell you 
about it when you get back.” It’s next to an envelope 
she’s addressed to Gilbert. Now the involvement 
is too 





Levine's 22x28 for La Prisonniere: 
Capitalizing on the favorable U.S. critical response 


much for him to handle either emotionally or 
socially. Josee exits the bathroom in a towel to find 
the photo ripped up and the room empty. Outside the 
window, she sees Stan tearing off in his sports car. 


As Josee drives back to the suburban 
apartment she shares with Gilbert, she sees a 
foreboding car accident. Cut to an equally 
foreboding scene of Stan walking on the ledge of his 
gallery building, lying down and gripping it as he 
toys with falling to his death. i 


At home, Josee spills the beans to Gilbert, 
even showing him the photos that Stan took. She 
says that Stan “took complete advantage” of her and 
then left her in the hotel “without a cent.” She 
tearfully admits that she had “certain desires” that she 
needed to play out that Gilbert had ignored. Gilbert 
is enraged. He says that he’s going to Stan to “have a 
little talk.” She begs him not to go. He hits her, 
knocking her to the floor. Gilbert has finally giving 
her what Josee what she needed to feel, turning their 
scene into one of the abused women tableau she had 
edited. 


Josee phones Stan as she’s still lying on the 
floor. He tells her to stay put and that heli smooth 
everything over. Gilbert rushes into Stan’s office at 
the gallery. Stan’s Moroccan manservant shows him 
to a ladder leading to the roof. Stan is on the roof, 
and leads Gilbert towards him with a series of 
singsongy whistles. As Gilbert approaches him, Stan 
stands on the edge of the building, taunting, “what 
are you waiting for?” He starts to totter off the edge 
of the building, forcing Gilbert to rescue him. Gilbert 
says that it “would be too easy” to push Stan to his 
death. He berates Stan for being “a shit... a 
pervert... ugly... a weakling... a sicko, yes a sicko, 
with your threesomes, your perversions.” 


Stan smirks, masochistically telling him to 
“go on.” Gilbert says that “I know deviants who can 
keep themselves in check...” Stan challenges back to 
Gilbert that he had been “a louse” otherwise Josee 
wouldn’t have sought him out. He accuses Gilbert of 
wanting “a little piece of real estate,” a middle class 
relationship that restricted the adventurous side of his 
mate. Stan admits that he did love Josee — “but don’t 
ever say that I did” — and that Gilbert wouldn’t be 
there if he didn’t love her, too. Thoughtfully, he tells 
a confused Gilbert to go back to her. 


Josee is convinced that she has lost both 
men, although the sad truth of it is that both of them 
are pathetically in love with her. She hurries in her 
car to go break up what she fears is an ugly scene. 


The car gets stuck at a railway crossing. An 
oncoming train rushes at her. Her door jams. The 
train strikes her auto, flinging her torso out. Her 
body lands in a glamorously necrophiliac pose next 
to the track. 


Fortunately, Josee is not dead. Gilbert turns . 
up at the hospital to visit her. He’s told by the white 
haired, severe looking yet paternal doctor that she 
was in a coma the night before with abdominal 
complications, but that shell pull through. 
Accompanied by the nuns with large white 
headdresses who are the hospital’s nurses, Gilbert 
sees Josee disturbingly in a body cast that covers one 
of her arms and her head. Her face is uncovered but 
seems like a somnambulistic mask. As Gilbert stands 
over her, she murmurs, “Pain... I’m in pain...” 


La Prisonniere then builds to its 
mesmerizing conclusion, which is quite unlike 
anything in movies. The movie goes into the 
subjective images in Josee’s narcotized mind, 
refractions of everything that has lead up to this 
moment. It’s very late-1960s psychedelically 
influenced, but is so unique and special that it 
transcends any particular time period. Strobe-like 
flickers integrate subliminals with surreal quick-cuts. 
Josee hands are in chains above her head as Stan 
photographs her. Stan flits about with his camera. 
Stan and Gilbert merge into one person. Gilbert 
pursues Stan through a turnstile as Josee is stuck in 
the middle. Maggie poses topless. Josee poses with 
her. Gilbert turns his sculpting blowtorch on a 
cowering Stan. The scene lasts a good ten minutes. 


Josee opens her eyes, looks at Gilbert, and 
calls out in her delirium, “Stan... it’s you...” A grief 
stricken Gilbert looks at her before a nurse leads him 
out. 


La Prisonniere walks a tightrope, unfolding 
simultaneously as a psychological study, a triangular 
drama of jealousy, and an exercise in suspense. It’s 
one of the few movies to examine the full dynamics 
of the sadomasochistic mind. The movie renders its 
sexually oriented scenes in a manner that manages to 
be both graphic and abstract, never resorting to any 
cheap effects or easy shocks. 


Helmut Newton has laid claim to being the 
basis for Stan’s character, and the first S&M slide 
that Stan’s shows Josee is an obvious reproduction of 
Newton’s photography. There are certainly 
similarities between the two men, but it would be a 
too easy comparison. Laurent TerziefPs brilliant 
performance renders Stan as an oily, antagonistic 


Opposite page, top right: Stan obsesses over his customized dolls 











Sex as obsession 
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man, but he captures the hidden emotions beneath the 
abrasive exterior. It’s Stan’s own fear of ridicule that 
drives his self-hatred and fear of intimacy, all of 
which keep feeding his sadomasochism. And what 
he’s doing — toying with dolls as he fantasizes and 
photographing women in bondage positions — is not 
as malevolent as he’s making it in his mind. Yet his 
actions lead to a near terminal conclusion for the one 
woman he’s ever loved. 


Stan reveals the true face of the couples 
chaser. He’s a top with the wife and a bottom for the 
husband. It’s not lost on the husband that both his 


wife and Stan are vying for his attention, something 


he’d prefer didn’t happen but can’t control. 


The other.cast members are equally good. 
Elisabeth Weiner, who first started acting as a 
teenager in Behold A Pale Horse, is sexy and 
believable as a woman exploring her submissive 
nature. She’s a shapely little redhead that makes a 
perfect living doll for Stan: In her own way, she’s as 
bombarded by sadomasochistic voyeurism as Stan is, 
watching the abuse clips at work, being neglected by 
her man, and then receiving the sadistic flattery of 
Stan. After this film, Weiner was cast in a number of 
gloriously. masochistic roles like L’Argiose (The 
Comeuppance). 


Bernard Fresson, familiar to viewers from 
his many roles in French gangster films, adds another 
layer of complexity. His Gilbert is a forceful, 
physical man who’s definitely capable of satisfying 
his girl’s needs, which makes the wedge between 
them more painfully human. The supporting players, 
down to Michel Piccoli’s walk-on as himself, are all 
perfectly cast and believable. 


La Prisonniere is a classic film with a 
stunning visual sensibility and psychological depth 
that holds up under multiple viewings. SLEAZOID 
cannot recommend it strongly enough. 


LIFE SIZE (TAMANO NATURAL, 
GRANDEUR NATURE, LOVE DOLL) 
(1974) Director: Luis Garcia Berlanga 


Life Size opened in New York City in 1974 
as an acquisition of Dimension Pictures, which was 
kind of a lower rent version of Roger Corman’s New 
World Pictures. Dimension usually specialized in 
grindhouse fare, but presented Life Size at Greenwich 
Village’s Waverly Theater as an X-rated European 
import in the comedic style of Le Sex Shop. 
However, the few viewers that turned up to see it 


were so shocked and disturbed, the reviews so 
attackful and hostile, that the movie closed after a 
week's run. 


_Life Size was kept alive in the minds of 
sleazemongers, with stills in Playboy’s “Sex in the 
Cinema” series and as a rental in the Films 
Incorporated catalogue. All of these publications 
presented the same still of the film’s star, Michel 
Piccoli, wearing a only a bowler hat and chomping 
on a cigar, in bed with two equally nude twin life- 
sized female dolls. 


This still reinforced the satirical impression 


: that Dimension used to market the film, but it doesn’t 


do Life Size justice. In fact, the movie is a ‘sexual 
tragicomedy of epic: proportions with content so 
extreme that it could be considered obscene in some 
by some of this country’s ridiculous “community 
standards.” After briefly being available as a 16mm 
rental, the film disappeared from domestic view: It 
has only recently re-emerged on videotape through 
companies that specialize in Eurosleaze imports in its 


Spanish language, unsubtitled version, Tamano 


Natural. 





that could never have been attempted by an American 
actor, stars as Michel, a pediatric dentist. He’s a well 
liked fellow with a thriving practice. The opening of 
the film finds him at a shipping station waiting 
anxiously for a very special package. “LARGE” he 
emphasizes to the workers. He anxiously hurries it 
up to his Paris apartment and there’s the new love of 
his life — an anatomically perfect female doll, 
complete with realistic orifices. He squeezes its tits 
lustfully. 


Cut to Michel fixing the teeth of a young 
girl who bears more than a little bit of a resemblance 
to the doll. To amuse her, he makes the offbeat 
gesture of throwing a dart at a board in his examining 
room. Apparently Michel is a known quantity as an 
eccentric, but is considered a benign one by his 


clients and associates.. What they are. blind to is the 
hostility. beneath his silly gestures.that is motivated 
by a near hysterical sexual frustration.. When his 
little girl patient is gone, he’s got the doll in her chair 
and is examining its tongue, giving it a cleaning, and 
then affecti ately issing it. 






ch mate 
The doll is his perfect mate. It’s clear he’d 
like a young girl as a steady companion but the doll 
even does him one better. It doesn’t talk back, it 
can’t refuse any sexual demand no matter how 
bizarre, it cannot be killed. There’s something more 
than a bit necrophiliac about Michel’s fixation. 


Michel ‘begins ‘videotaping ‘his escapades 
with his doll (an expensive hobby when the film was 
made) and watching the tapes in bed with his arm 
around the doll. In ‘one giddy: instance, he 
crossdresses in furs and garters, puts the doll in 
men’s clothing and relishes the videotaped results 
with his new love. 


Michel goes to a family gathering. At an 
outdoor party, he jumps on a trampoline with his hair 
in a shower cap. Inside the house, he spies a friend’s 
daughter potty training her doll on a toilet seat. This 
sight triggers an episode where he rushes to the 
shower to have a soapy encounter with the doll. Part 
of what's motivating his obsession is a fixation on the 
underage set, something he is constantly fighting 
within himself. 


Michel celebrates his mother’s birthday by 
having champagne and cake with her. He runs in his 
car and offers the doll a slice. - Later that evening, his 
mother peeks under the sheets as both he and the doll 
are nude after sex. Michel is a little nervous, but 
mom looks on approvingly. And he’s absolutely 
touched when he finds his mother sewing in her 
parlor with the doll opposite her the next morning, 
speaking to it lovingly. 


During this soiree an eligible adult woman 
with a strong resemblance to the doll approaches 
Michel sexually. She takes top off once they’re in 
the bedroom. Michel peeks on her wiping after she 


takes a piss. He sings her “Here Comes The Bride,” - 


dances with her as he kisses her manically, and then 
shoos her out for the solace of his artificial mate. 


Michel. lies in bed with his spouse (Rada 
Rassimov) and looks at a centerfold styled photo of 
the doll as he touches his sleeping wife’s nude breasts 
in a necrophiliac flourish. Eventually he shows her a 
facial photo of the doll, as if it’s someone he’s having 
an affair with. She throws him out of her house. 
Eventually she finds her artificial T She 
herself upina similar: manner, puts on a ‘wig, and sits 
in a chair motionless with a cigarette dangling from 
her mouth, a tear falling from her eye. Michel 


promptly takes off her wig, flings it on the floor in 


disgust, and dumps her out of her chair into the 
closet. . Hurt beyond belief, the woman begins 
smacking him hysterically. 


Michels. behavior becomes more 
outrageous, and people ignore it as just another of his 
eccentricities or for his money. He takes the doll 
clothes shopping at a boutique. He begins seriously 
loosing it when he shows a mother and her little son 
slides showing X-rays of the kid’s teeth that are 
mixed in with photos he’s taken of the doll’s genitals. 


Michel marries the doll in a makeshift altar 
in his larger private apartment. A Charlie McCarthy 
puppet is the best man, and, as always, he videotapes 
the proceedings for later perusal. When he beds 


down with the doll, there’s a red spot on the sheet. 


His mental state now shaky, Michel 
becomes a recluse. He stops seeing patients and 
spends all his time in his apartment with the doll. 
The infantile aspects of Michel’s personality are 
reinforced during a visit from a couple with their 
infant in tow. They come bearing him a gift — a small 
female babydoll. The couple is startled though when 
they return to the room parlor to find their baby has 
managed to get to Michel’s lifesized doll and is 
nursing on a fake tit. Michel is delighted to find the 
baby nursing on one of his life size lover’s rubber 
breasts. He then sets up the doll in a position to hold 
the new babydoll addition to the faux family he has 
created for himself. 


Michel begins stewing more in his mania as 
leech Spanish servants cook and clean for him. The 
real trouble starts in earnest when he’s having coffee 
across the street from his apartment. He peels a 
fisheye towards his window, where in a hammock the 
doll rests swinging. When Michel arrives home, the 
seedy Pappo handyman scurries out guiltily. 


T: 


10 


Sure enough, his beloved doll has been 
unfaithful. Michel discovers a videotape of the 
handyman fucking the doll in his absence. Enraged, 
Michel has the doll kneeling before him in a 
confessional image as the couple’s babydoll is placed 
in a*cage in the foreground. His apartment has 
become a doll universe, with little heads in top hats 
and a Jeeves the manservant drink stand. 


Michel assaultively washes the dolls 
artificial genitals with a wire cleaner and spits water 
in its face. He dresses it in a Louise Brooks wig and 
berates it at the dinner table, playing blame the bitch 
instead of confronting the scumbag servant. He 
finally stabs the doll in its stomach and stashes it in 
its box under his bed. 


This incident is the last straw for Michel’s 
mental and physical health. He nostalgically watches 
videos of him bike riding with the doll at the beach 
with his mother looking on. He becomes very ill, 
tolerating injections in his ass by one of his female 
servants in the hope of improvement. 


All the servants that have been feeding off 
his deterioration like cockroaches invade Michel’s 
apartment. They arrive with a mariachi band and do 
a bunch of Peliculas skits such as miming shining his 
shoes. They force liquor on him and a disgusting 
cigar. He becomes sicker, angrily throws them out. 
To his horror, during this melee, they’ve stolen his 
doll! 


Michel enlists the help of a friend and they 
drive to a distant warehouse, where the male servants 
have presented the doll to become the centerpiece of 
a gangbang. Michel's friend rushes in, knocks the 
aggressors down with the doll, and returns it to its 
riglitful owner. Michel is so agitated at this point that 
he takes off in his auto without his friend. 


Shattered, driving with his doll at his-side, 


. Michel tells it sadly, “TI take you home now.” He 


swerves the car and it lands in the Seine with the 
Eiffel tower in the background. Michel drowns in his 
car as his inamorata floats to the surface, catching the 
lewd eye of an old man crossing a footbridge. 
Perhaps Michel wanted something that would outlive 
him. The film ends as the camera pans upward in an 
aerial shot as Maurice Jarre’s moody saxophone 
score compliments it. 


Life Size is one of the definitive cinematic 
portraits of sexual mania. What is triggering 
Michel’s obsession seems too multifold to easily 
pigeonhole, but different factors recur throughout. 


Way underage girls, emotionally disturbed 
encounters with family members, women desiring 
sex, toilet play all have a hand in it. The tragic thing 
is that Michel is not hurting anyone except himself. 
When his fixation is driving him over the edge, none 
of his friends or associates points it out or even asks 
him what’s wrong. 


All of the cast members are fine, but it’s 
really Michel Piccoli’s star turn that makes Life Size 
both galvanizing and believable in human terms. He 
makes Michel extremely sympathetic even at his 
most bizarre moments. Piccoli never steps out of the 
role to laugh at it, although he is, at times, very 
funny. Sexually, it’s an extreme performance 
involving full frontal nudity and contact with a 
prosthetic object. Acting which hardcore roughie 
actor George. Payne admitted to Mr. Sleazoid he 
feared jail time over because of his shenanigans with 
a rubber doll in Devil in Miss Jones II. 


A Spanish-French-Italian co-production, 
Life Size has a fascinating pan-Euro quality. Its 
settings are mostly French but it also integrates 
Spanish performers in malevolent roles. Director 
Luis Berlanga fluidly integrates the surrealism of 
Luis Bunuel with the sexual alienation found in 
Marco Ferreri’s films — two directors that frequently 
cast Piccoli — to express his own unique sensibility. 


Life Size is not the one-joke movie it’s been 


_presented as. It’s one of the screen’s best, boldest 


and most unforgettable depictions of erotomanial 
hysteria turned mental breakdown. 


BABA YAGA (KISS ME KILL ME) 
(1973) Director: Corrado Farina : 

Baba Yaga is a delightfully kinky adaptation 
of Guido Crepax’s internationally beloved fumetti 
neri Valentina. Valentina, of the slim build and 
Louise Brooks hairdo, is nicely incarnated by Isabelle 
de Funes. She’s a fashion photographer and during 
the course of a shoot meets a slinky, fur clad, blonde 
older woman with the moniker Baba Yaga (a 
smoldering Carroll Baker). 





Valentina in Nazi drag 


Baba involves Valentina in her weird sc ne. 
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Top: The living doll 
Right: Valentina plays terminal sadist.to the living doll 


Baba: Yaga sustains. a: dreamy feel. One 
scene: is. an extraordinary. lift from. the. experimental 
film Le Jetee. . Valentina and. her boyfriend make 
love, and the movie renders their faces in black and 
white photos that feature slow. dissolves into facial 
changes intercut with scenes from the comic strips. 
The S&M sequences are as graphic as their illustrated 
source and leave little to the imagination. Wrongly 
pigeonholed as a giallo, Baba Yaga is one of the 
most - entertaining and imaginative cinematic 
adaptations of a sexy graphic novel. f 


* * * 


Check out Video Screams for these and other 
extraordinary Eurosleaze imports, and Tapes of Terror for 
` its fine Euro-giallo collection. 


Man's Best Friend 


LIZA 
(1972) Director: Marco Ferreri 


Mr. Sleazoid saw Liza at age 16 and it 
changed him for life. And he’s not the only one who 
has had this reaction to the film. . 


He caught the film in December 1975: at the 
Quad Cinema, on 13% Street between 5% and 6” 


_ Avenues on the upper edges of New York's 
Greenwich Village. The Quad was a tiny four unit 


multiplex, each of its theaters seating about sixty 
people. Mr. Sleazoid originally discovered the Quad 
in: September 1975.when he snuck into S.O.S. (Screw 
on. the Screen), the tie-in film to Al Goldstein’s sex 
rag: One of the Quad’s miniplexes was always 
devoted to hardcore fare during the porno chic era. 
The logic behind this programming became apparent 
when he discovered that the Quad was owned by 
none other than Al Goldstein himself. Indeed, the 
theater was located just a block away from Screw’s 
old offices on 14" Street off 6" Avenue. 


Apart from XXX movies, current popular 
hits and indies, the Quad made a practice of 
screening offbeat foreign movies. Fernando 
Arrabal’s little seen Guernica had its downtown 
premiere at the Quad. In December 1975, the Quad 
held court to a slew of imported movies presented 
under the banner of “The Joseph Green Film 
Festival.” Joe Green was yet another oddball in New 
York’s motley crew of exploitation distributors. 
Green had a Van Dyke beard and resembled the fakir 
piercing his neck with a pin in the poster for the 
Mondo movie, Ecco. Green kept his 35mm film 
prints in the refrigerator of a dusty apartment near 


_ Carnegie Hall uptown. 


Green was a specialist in “tax writeoff” 
movies. He’d import European movies, play them 
for a day or two, and profit off them as a 
bookkeeping loss. Not unlike Max Bialystock’s 
theory of failure as success in The Producers. It’s no 
surprise that Green’s best known film was Dragon 
Lady by the infamous con man director Joel Reed, 
who also responsible for Bloodsucking Freaks. 
Dragon Lady is better known as the Troma reissue, 
GI Executioner. | 


The timing of Green’s festival at the Quad in 
December afforded him the opportunity to 
demonstrate that his films had played just before the 


year had ended, making them eligible for tax writeoff 
status for 1975. The films themselves surprised and 
astonished viewers, for they spanned a variety of art 
and exploitation genres that would have been difficult 
to distribute in the United States. They were too 
specialized for your typical arthouse audience, too 
sexually off kilter...-or both. 


The films included the autobiographical 
directorial effort of Paul Gegauff, A Piece of 


_. Pleasure, which he also wrote and starred in. 


Gegauff was a leading scenarist for French new wave 
directors such as Godard and a known wife beater. In 
the film, his wife dies at his hands but life actually 
inverted art when Madame Gegauff shot Paul to 
death some time after the film was completed. 
Claude Berri’s Man of the Year offered more of his 
Le Sex Shop style Gallic humor, as did the 
sexploitational farce, Le Lit — Ze Bawdy Bed. The 
Swedish piece of girls’ school erotica, Flossie, 
starring Eurosex icon Maria Lynn, was another 


highlight. 


The prix d’or of the Joseph Green Film 
Festival undoubtedly went to Marco Ferreri’s Liza. 
Ferreri, while lauded in Europe, made films that were 
somewhat too inscrutable, intellectual and sexually 
extreme for domestic distribution. Even his 


‘postapocalyptic shot in the USA venture, Bye Bye 


Monkey, was never released domestically. It’s 
miraculous that Ferreri’s most infamous work, La 
Grande Bouffe, was an art house hit here. Also 
surprising is that Ferreri’s X-rated The Last Woman 
was released by Columbia Pictures, although it seems 
that Columbia was trying to jump on the Eurosleaze 
gravy train after its success with Emmanuelle. 


Mr. Sleazoid was fortunate enough to see 
the only subtitled version of Liza he’s ever 
encountered. 


Even if you know little or no French, Liza is 
readily comprehensible and accessible. It unfolds in 
a visually sumptuous manner, scored to a superb 
saxophone lead jazz score, and the dialogue is sparse, 
befitting its situation where actions speak louder than 
words. The fact that it’s in a foreign language adds 
to its voyeuristic edge, as you feel as if you’re 
peeking on the private world of two very insular 
individuals playing out what would be considered a 
maniacal fetish in conventional psychiatry, but is 
love under any other name. 


Liza opens as a mellow saxophone heralds a 
panoramic aerial shot of a sun drenched 
Mediterranean island. Sitting atop a roc 
island’s only resident; Giorgio 
Mastroanni). Giorgio is a misanthropic artist rhe 
wants seclusion... But it's an imperfect universe. 
Every so often the outside world intrudes on him, 
disturbing his o 
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unfulfilled pain in the ass. As she complains about 
the stones hurting her bare feet, she steps on a thorn. 
Giorgio comes to her aid, pulling the thorn out with 


his teeth, and then giving her a piggyback ride back - 


to his abode, which is a concrete dome structure. 


Giorgio makes Liza a pair of homemade 
sandals. She notes the canvases in his minimal pad. 
In the evening; he admires her body like a painting. 
They fuck. 


Giorgio’s ‘best friend “and constant 
companion is his dog Melampo: The day after she’s 
slept- with Giorgio, Liza strips topless and: takes 
Melampo for an overexerting swim. The poor pooch 
drowns. Giorgio, whose face has always registered a 
constant depression, looks not at all surprised. He 
has a makeshift funeral, burying his pet. 


In the most, universal primitive way, every 
man needs a companion. Now that Melampo is gone 
Liza will have to be Giorgio’s “chien”, i.e. bitch. He 
immediately starts her dog training, teaching her to 
“fetch,” “heel”: and “beg.” Liza gets sunburned the 
first day of her training and Giorgio tenderly tends to 
her wounds. . The: day ends with a stunningly 
romantic composion of Liza licking her master’s 
hand before a blazing nighttime fire. 


Giorgio offers to bring Liza back to her 
friends on the mainland but she’d rather stay with 
him. Soon, however, there’s another intrusion on 
Giorgio from the outside world. His son visits and 
informs him that his wife is ill. Giorgio had walked 
out on an entire family to live his hermetic lifestyle. 
Father and son share a glass of wine. His son 
fascinates on his father’s latest- canvass, an 
interpretation of his new relationship with Liza 
through a classic episode of the Decameron where 
the lustful priest mounts a woman from behind. 





: Giorgio returns to the mainland and visits 
his wife in the hospital. He shares an alfresco drink 
with his best friend, played by Michel Piccoli. A 
bunch of hare krishnas chant by the café as they're 
sitting there, handing out their propaganda. Giorgio 
could care less but Michel delights in engaging these 
societal dropouts in conversation. 


When Giorgio” s wife (Corrine Marchand) 











i Liza appears complete 
with her dog collar and devours her food 
animalistically. He makes a gesture that dismisses 
Liza as mentally not home. Giorgio’s disgruntled 
wife can’t help but notice that Liza looks like a 
younger version of herself. You get the impression 
that she tired of Giorgio’s game a long time ago, that 
it could no longer be played out with children in the 
household, or both. 





Liza doses off on the couch as violent scenes 
of war and street riots play on television. Giorgio’s 
wife breaks down and approaches him in the 
bedroom, thrusting her behind out doggie style. Like 
other sexual alienation movies like Life Size, the 
rejection of the spouse is an essential part of the 
protagonists’ pathology. He walks out of the 
bedroom as she bursts into tears. Giorgio goes to 
collect Liza, who’s asleep on the couch. The 
television shows a documentary of a scorpion killing 


_its mate. 


The couple returns to their lyrical existence 
on the island. But the intrusions continue. A deserter 
turns up and is beaten by canes by a search party. As 
the man is left tied up wearing shorts, showing his 
amply bruised torso, Liza accepts cookies from the 
mustachioed military leader who orchestrated this 
ugly scene. He reads her stories from a book. 
Giorgio arrives and drags away Liza. The military 
guy, looking by now more than an evil leather clone, 
tries to act chivalrous and lecture Giorgio at the same 
time. Giorgio raises his cane to the creep, and he 
backs off. 


Giorgio takes Liza back to his dome and 
puts through a relentless and severe training session. 
She wants to drop from exertion and humiliation, and 
he keeps driving at her, oblivious to her tears. When : 
they’ve settled back into their routine, a Germanic 
visitor in a jungle explorer shorts lands on the island 
and pokes at trees as he considers a takeover, perhaps 
for tourist reasons. Giorgio has to restrain Liza from 
attacking him. 
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Giorgio and Liza settle down even more in 
their unique way. During a rainstorm, they hide 
between rocks and hold each other. Giorgio puts on a 
hat and mimics her complaining when he first saw 
her on the island. She laughs. 


There’s an ominipresent old Nazi fighter 
plane that’s been sitting on the island. Giorgio 
repaints it pink. The couple don flying outfits and get 
in the cockpit half expecting something to happen. 
Giorgio releases the brake, and the ancient plane 
glides slightly down an inclined path before stopping. 
Their little journey together implies their odyssey 
into their insular relationship, which shows no sign of 
ever stopping. The saxophone theme keeps playing as 
the camera pans up to the aerial view of the island 
that opened the film, 


Liza ranks with the most important films 
that deal with the molecular structure of the 
relationship between man and woman. It views 
masochism as the complete devotion inherent in love; 
a heterosexual love kink; a form of sexual and 
amorous attachment that is more pure than but 
unacceptably primitive to bourgeoisie society. As it 


ponders sexual philosophy, Liza becomes one of the 


most obsessively erotic movies ever made in a very 


. Classic tradition. There is very little sex and nudity 


and the kink scenes are economical and not 
excessive. It’s the type of movie where a facial 
expression or gesture speaks volumes. There’s a 
complete acceptance of sadomasochism as a norm in 
the film that’s rarely been achieved elsewhere. 


It’s the gestures, ‘feeling and attitude of the 
performers and filmmaker that bring: out the movie’s 
intense erotic mood and the emotions behind it. 
Giorgio is a bearded recluse, a depressive who hates 
the human race because he’s ultimately so 
oversensitive. You never doubt for a minute that 
Marcello Mastroanni’s Giorgio is in love with Liza. 
The sequence with the airplane is very moving. He 
tums something that was once very evil and 
destructive and transforms it into a Valentine. The 
little romantic moment as the plane briefly roles 
promises a lifetime for Giorgio and Liza together. 


There are obvious similarities between Liza 
and both of the Swept Away films, but Liza is the first 
and the best. It is not concerned with the class 
struggle between the haute bourgeoisie female and 
the working class man that was central to Swept 
Away. Both Giorgio and Liza and bourgeoisie 
dropouts. Their relationship is not borne out of 
hostility. They just can’t help being themselves. 


In France, Liza is considered a national 
treasure, it’s been on cable, and the cable version has 
made it to enterprising outfits like Video Screams. 
The film has been preserved after a blink and it’s 
gone screening almost three decades ago. 


LA BETE 
(1975) Director: Walerian Borowczyk 


In a classic red light way, the Deuce has 
been one of the few areas of. New York where 
relations between humans and our four legged friends 
have been explored. Most notably, there were always 
the coded .Color..Climax loops, imports from 
Scandinavia that presented. the sexual congress of 
disconcertingly wholesome looking young. women 


‘and various farm animals. 


There have. been a few loops and even 
feature length films devoted to the subject. There 
were the Linda Lovelace dog loops, in which one 
woman’s suffering is provides a twisted voyeur’s 
pleasure. Some Scandinavian films hinted at the 
subject, such as atop the horseback fucking in Danish 
Pastries. And, of course, there was the notorious film 
Animal Lover. Animal Lover documents the barnyard 
antics of Bodil Jensen. An attractive blonde farm 
girl, Bodil fucks a dog, rolls in shit as she blows a pig 
and lets a rubber filled with horse semen burst on her 
smiling face as a finale. Although she had a security 
guard boyfriend, she claimed to prefer animals as sex 


‘partners. 


Distributed by Chelly Wilson’s Variety 
Films, Animal Lover was a big hit. It played three 
San Francisco adult theaters simultaneously and the 
Mini Cinema in New York’s Times Square. Animal 
Lover’s run at the Mini was well publicized in New 
York’s daily tabloids with ads featuring a cartoon of 
Bodil with a farm animal under each arm. 
Eventually, the film was busted, with a Manhattan 
judge finding it obscene and ordering the print 
destroyed. . 


There have been very few art films that have 
tackled the sexual question of human relations with 
our four legged friends. Walerian Borcyzk had a 
major art house hit with Immoral Tales, a collection 
four sexually explicit stories. Immoral Tales had 
stormed through New York with the provocative ad 
campaign: “You don’t have to go to a museum to see 
an X-rated Picasso” with a picture of a costumed 
Paloma Picasso (Pablo’s daughter) presiding over 
nude girls. In the film’s most infamous segment, 


Paloma plays Countess Bathory, who gathers a bunch 
of gorgeous virgins to bathe in their blood. 


Borocyzk expanded on what was to be the 
fifth Immoral Tale into a feature length film called La 
Bete. A truly sexually revolutionary movie, La Bete 
miraculously had a two week run at the gorgeous 
Cinerama twin on 47" Street and Broadway in 1977. 
While it had been released in Europe two weeks 
earlier, the film managed to get play-both in the wake 
of Immoral Tales’ success and to slyly fill the market 
left by the prohibition of hardcore features like 
Animal. Lover that ventured into the Same terrain, 
only to be busted on obscenity charges by New York 
City police. 





Lucy 


La Bete opens with its bearded, hirsute 
protagonist, Mathurin, passionately watching horses 
fuck in his stable. Mathurin is about to have a pre- 
arranged marriage with Lucy Broadhurst, an heiress 
to another aristocratic European family. His father is 
anxious to wed his son, but his uncle is apprehensive 
that it will be Mathurin’s “death sentence.” There are 
skeletons in the family closet, too. Mathurin’s father 
blackmails the uncle over a poisoning death of a 
spouse many years ago. And a randy one, too, with a 
horny black maleservant who’s always fucking 
girlfriends on the job. 





Manservant and girlfriend 


Lucy arrives with her mother, driving up to 
his estate in a Rolls. As Mathurian gets shaved and 
bathed, the bestial nature in him starts exploding. He 


tells his father he’s frightened and has forgotten all 
that he has been taught. 


When Mathurin meets his bride to be at 
dinner he practically has an epileptic fit. He says 
how he “consulted a vetenarian” to stop smoking and 
keeps chewing peanuts to fight the urge. The 
transformation is like a morphine addict having acute 
withdrawal... Mathurin’s family’s desperation to get 
the marriage over with despite the avoidance of the 
Vatican even after they’ve offered a hefty tithe makes 
it more suspicious. 






Lucy masturbating. 


Yet the heroine smells the horses on the hero 
and he’s just what she’s instinctively drawn to. As he 
thrashes about in his sleep, she masturbates and reads 
a bawdy manuscript by Voltaire. The manuscript is 
behind the hero’s ancestor’s (Sirpa Lane) leaf 


collection. The family proudly has her corset on 


display in a glass case. The heroine also discovers 


that behind the pages of the ancestor’s book of her 


collected leaves are pictures of animal-like creatures 
fucking women. 





Sirpa in wig before meeting the Beast 


There’s the startling flashback explaining 
what had happened to his female ancestor. In a 
perverse Little Red Riding Hood fashion, she had 
gone out with her frilly dress and powdered white 
wig. A huge creature resembling a hairy man with a 
fox’s head chases her through the woods. The beast 


fa 
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kills and eats a lamb before trapping and deflowering 
her. But then off comes her wig, her corset goes 
flying in the river after her bloody underpants, and 
she begins to exhaust the beast by fucking him by 
every way. possible, using her hands, feet, anything. 
Eventually he dies from exertion and she covers his 
body in leaves, running naked back to the estate. 
Here, Beauty, has met her Beast and her sexual 
ppetite has exhausted him to death. ..... 





...to death. 


Mathurin is found dead the following 
morning. He’d been hiding a tail and the bandage 
over his hand was obscuring a claw. His family was 
anxious to marry him because his genetic makeup 
could kill him at any time. The heroine is left 
hysterical with a grief. She was in love with him 
exactly the way he was; she didn’t even need all the 
parental invention to be with him. He was the rare 
perfect match to her as she was to him. 


As romantic as it is graphic, La Bete is open 
to several interpretations. Borcyzk himself has called 
it a comedy about bestiality. In another sense, it’s a 
parable about the animal nature within each man. 
Ultimately, in a resolute tenderloin way, the movie 
demonstrates that sex is sex; and once you had it, 
everything is a variant and what’s distasteful is really 
in the eye of the beholder. 


La Bete also brings to mind the Thelemic 
mythology of Aleister Crowley, where the goat God 
Pan plays a major role. One of the editions of 
Crowley’s Equinox .depicts the satyr-like Pan 
copulating with a goat, and the film similarly blurs 
distinctions between species and sexuality. 


All the cast members are perfect. Pierre 
Benedetti has a strong emotional resonance as 
Mathurin, making him a complete sympathetic and 
highly moving character. As his suitor Lucy, former 
model Lisabeth Hummel personifies another of 


_Borcyzk’s female characters who can barely contain 


the lust under their aristocratic surface. 


La Bete features another dazzling 
appearance by Sirpa Lane. Sirpa handled some of the 
heaviest lead roles in Eurosex movies, from 42% 
Street’s beloved and incredibly sleazy Nazi sex opus, 
Love Camp 27, to Roger Vadim’s art house excursion 
into terminal sex opus, Charlotte (also reviewed in 
this issue). Sirpa gives a magnificent silent screen 
performance in La Bete, displaying her striking 
beauty and uncanny sense of cool. Even though 
she’s on screen for a short though pivotal time, Sipra 
manages to personify La Bete’s meditation on 
sexuality wholeheartedly and without inhibition. 





y 


Sirpa in ecstasy with her Beast 









rds. Contempt i in the United States. Levine went into a tirade 
s k Gudoord, that cocksucker piece of shit!”:...: 


i Block and Lyon: parted bitter ways, which put The 
E “Telepi one Book in theatrical and video blackout for many years in the 
«United States. ‘Nelson Lyon's The Telephone Book was 
‘surreptitiously released: on video in Australia on Embassy. Home 
entertainment” which is owned by Joe Levine’s successors. The film 
Was a home video hit in Australia; where it’s an affectionately 
regarded cult movie. 





The Telephone Book opened in fall ‘71 at Manhattan’s 
Cinema Rendezvous on West 57th Street near Carnegie Hall. The 
Rendezvous was a theater devoted to showing off-kilter art films with 
sexual undercurrents. The movie had an X-rating. The screen 
freedom of 1971 was unprecedented, an independent movie could get 
an X rating even for theme. While mainstream Hollywood was getting 
“wilder, the MPAA penalized independent films and restricted the 
theatrical venues they could play in with an X rating. It was the 
government’s way of keeping subversive filmmakers in their place. 


The Telephone Book received mainstream publicity and 
press as a light sex satire. The film provoked a strange hostility from 
critics who niggerized it by not deeming it worth taking seriously. 
Female critics who found it distasteful Judith Crist, the sourpuss critic 
at New York who was offended by any film with explicit overtones 
was just offended by it. Crist started a campaign against the film 
claiming that its language was offensive. Pauline Kael, an aged 
groupie journalist, backed away from reviewing the film by claiming it 
was “too political.” Cue magazine took issue regarding its “dirty 
animated sequence. This was in the same time period when Sweet 
Sweetback, Cry Uncle and Ginger were reaching middle class 
audiences. The classic cult films El Topo and Viva La Muerte were 
playing the midnight circuit with shocking content, achieving some 
unexpected critical approval. 


; hough à it was hokey. Joe ‘Levins also owned mr da 
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sise Willowy blonde Alice (Sarah Kennedy) lives in a 
Manhattan apartment with pornographic wallpaper, equally hardcore 
photos all over her floor, and an American flag bedspread. : Giant 
glasses, like bubble girl, sit over her delicate sad face.’ Looking out at 
the: gray urban landscape, Alice is alone and depressed,. unable to 
function. She crawls in a comer in the fetal position calling Dial A 
Prayer and absentmindedly listening to:it.: 







A faceless r man emerges from the subway. You as see 
him from the legs down; he’s wearing sensible shoes and a winter 
coat. The man enters a phone booth, puts on a black glove and 







“picks up the receiver as there’s a closeup of his mouth.’ He calls Alice. 


Her phone rings, shattering the deafening silence. Alice receives an 
electrifyingly erotic.obscene call. You never hear the sex talk, but 


-` there's a tinge of force. Alice is flattered- and shocked: that this 


stranger can understand the curvature of her mind. She's so happy to 
have heard from her that her depression lifts, like night and day. * 





A call shatters Alice’s depression 


Alice calls Eyemask (Jill Clayburgh, in her first role) her 
only friend and someone not very emotionally available. Eyemask is a 
morbid depressive who sits in bed all day with her eyemask blocking 
out the world, always with a different male partner passed out next to 
her, occasionally toying with guns. She tells Eyemaks that the call was 
a “work of art.” 


The same man calls again the following day as Alice slinks 


over black bed sheets, her nude body framed like photographs. Alice 
tells him that she*d like to meet him and asks his name. The caller is 
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equally shocked. À subtitle reads; in one of the most hopeful come- - actors. All claim to have stopped. making obscene calls and have 
ie history: “John Smith. I'M IN THE BOOK. PLLBE found mental stability, but they're all frighteningly insane. They're 
TRY AND FIND ME.” : aggressive and you think their activities won't end with a mere phone 
ne su call. If you didn’t know that the telephone was their kink, their 
obscene calls would seem like a prelude to a rapé-murder. Each time 
you see one, you wonder, is it Mr. Smith? 


The first caller goes from zero: to a thousand: in his 






The first obscene caller — nuns, pea soup and ‘blinding white light 


Huge, abstracted images of John Smiths listed in the 
Manhattan phone book with real telephone numbers form a collage 
that puts Godard to shame. Alice begins calling the numbers, asking 
in her cheerful, childish voice, “hello is this the John Smith that makes 
dirty calls?” Her first response turns out to be Har Poon (Barry Morse, 

- the British national treasure) a militant old swinger who boasts that he 
originated the stag film. Despite a sliding toupee, he acts in and 
directs his own pornographic movies, for which he auditions a line of 
naked women. Alice interviews Har Poon from a director’s chair she 
hops into, “I don’t accept just anybody,” he insists: There has to be 
passion, a raging woman, five. White hot LUST which my words my 
charisma must awaken. Next.” Harpoon is surrounded by five naked 
girls, their hands on their hips in a menacing stance.. The famous still 
photo from The Telephone Book, so often flashed in men’s 
magazines especially Playboy 's Sex in the Cinema 1972, is a pileup of 
many nude women on this pompous, aged sexual athlete, a real 
numbered positions dude. To slow waltz music, Har Poon appears in 
the pileup in boxers and black socks. Seen from above it has a water 
ballet look. 


Smith's irresistible come-on 


The initial exchange between Alice and Mr. Smith triggers 
the erotic odyssey that forms The Telephone Book. Alice wades 
through a parade of New York City assholes and bullshit artists to 
meet mystery man John Smith. Intercut are cinema verite style 
interviews with obscene phone callers, all played by fine character 
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Alice looks bemused by it all. A couple of gals are asked 
to leave. Some Warhol superstars pop up. Ultra Violet.enters Har 
Poon’s set as a whip wielding dominatrix slithering her tongue and 
spits at the women who were told they weren’t needed or 
Miller follows doing a hilarious speed freak go go dance, 
thousand mile an hour frug, her tits flying and fucking the air. Ondine 
is intercut as a psychiatrist, pontificating over a dead man’s b 
spread over his: desk: E 










Alice mistakenly believes Har Poon is her John Smith: Har 
Poon demands she join in the orgy and Alice halfheartedly undresses 
and joins the swarm of be it some ing is not right. Har Poon 
commands “improvise! available foot. Alice is 
depressed again. Mr. Smith: enters: pl booth. The phone rings 
under the orgy bed. It’s for Ali and Har Poon passes her the phone. 
“It’s you — then who am I with s. “An imposter.” “Where 
are you?” : “in the telephon :» Alice throws her leather 
overcoat over her nude body and flees. 













Eyemask tells Alice to forget the calls. They’re too much 
trouble. “Can't you make them from home>” she sighs...““No, I don’t 
like it at home. ‘I:can’t: I wanna kill myself there. It’s such a bring 
down,” says Alice bluntly. 


Alice takes the subway and is flashed by a shlub (Roger 
Carmel) with two paper bags crammed with crap. A very believable 
slob, just the kind of asshold you ignore in a subway. Someone who'd 
answer Screw magazine ads. She stares blankly at him as he demands 
attention, When she busts into laughter and flashes him back, he 
panics and can’t get dressed fast enough. 


His legs are like jelly as he chases her out of the subway 
down Grand Street. “You are the Mr. Smith who called me?” “No! 
Oh no I’ve made another terrible mistake.” He’s a cheap shrink with 
an office on 8% Avenue in the Times Square tenderloin. She 
apologizes for jarring him. The perv latches on to Alice at a coffee 
shop go to a coffee shop where he negotiates a deal with Alice telling 
him a dirty story in exchange for dimes that will finance her quest to 
call each Mr. Smith in the phone book. Using a change dispenser as a 
sharply edited and abstracted phallic image, he pumps out dimes as 

. Alice tells a blue story. 


There’s a visualization of Alice’s story. However, the tale 
she tells is freaky, disturbing, playing on supercharged erection and 
penis size myths as reversals of sexual superpower. A protrusion in his 
sheet indicates his problem. William Hickey gives a strikingly oily 
performance, up there in brilliance and audacity with his small part in 
The Boston Strangler. He begins his tale of genital woe with “at first 
I thought Pd stay in bed a little while before greeting anybody. I 
thought this extension of myself was perfectly normal. Real guys 
always get like that in the morning. So I waited a bit for this ‘healthy 
normal thing’ to go down but it didn’t. It was tall, hard, tough. It 
looked almost patriotic. Well, I’m no prude but I didn’t want to alarm 
my little daughter by showing off in this manner. There’s a time in 
her life for this sort of thing, but it’s not now, and it should not involve 
her father.” 





Stuck in bed, losing it all, 
William Hickey with the unwanted protrusion 


Alice feels for the poor bastard. Hickey’s wife and kids 
leave him. -Alice demands more money from her schlub listener. 
Hickey continues, “when doctors saw me difficulty they laughed.” He 
sees Alice out his window. He thought she was waiting for a bus, but 
the busses pass by. Alice says “I was so stoned I couldn’t move.” 
Hickey screams out, “Hey there, come on up!” They are seen waist up 
solving his problem. Afterward, Alice is asleep and Hickey is crying. 
“Pm scared. I’m scared.” The psych perv drops all is dimes. Alice 
grabs the dimes, puts them in his hat and runs, leaving the analyst with 
a disturbed head: 





<: v" Alice runs to à phone booth by Central Park where a man is 
making a call. He greets her out of the box laughing, produces a gun 
and steals her dimes at gunpoint as he gropes her maniacally. “You're 
really sick,” he says to‘her. Was it John Smith? Could he be such a 
criminally oriented, violent individual? That’s part of the suspense of 
the film ~ een out to be Mr. Smith... or there’s a Mr. 
Smith in every man. 


Chopsticks plays on a Concertina as a haggy nurse shows 
up as Alice looks despondent and about to jump off a bridge in Central 
Park, looking about to jump. She talks Alice into a lesbian encounter 
where the baby carriage is in the background, making a creepy allusion 


. to Rosemary’s Baby. Again Mr. Smith is tracking her and calls. “GO 


HOME!” She flees. 


After all these jarring, exploitative, gone nowhere yet seen 
everything experiences, Alice’s depression has gradually worsened. 
She sits in bed eating a banana. Superimposed over Alice is the real 
Mr. Smith. She hears footsteps up her-staircase, and Mr. Smith 
appears. The manic side to every character’s sexual depression 
appears: the real John Smith. He has a pig nosed mask that obscures 
half of his face, like The Phantom of the Opera. What you see of him 
is a masculine, attractive older guy, the antithesis of delicate. 


“Mr. Smith?” 
“Yes.” He appears like a superhero, with his arms folded. 





Mr. Smith presents himself 


In an exquisite casting stroke and equally outstanding 
performance, voiceover king Norman Rose plays John Smith. Rose | 
has been the omnipresent masculine voice behind car companies, 
banks and other mega-industrial giants in radio and TV spots. Rose 
has also done such diverse dubbing jobs as Pinnochio in Outer Space, 
a Belgian cartoon to the six-hour Russian art house epic War and 
Peace. Rose is the Manchurian Candidate of voiceovers; you could 
believe he hypnotizes people for the government. As it subtly has 
been throughout the movie, the specter of war is in Smith’s story. It’s 
a political statement without Godard’s didacticism and William 
Klein’s still photos brought to life. 


2-4 





<J make dirty phone calls ‘cause I’m a creep.” 


There's. a jarring cutaway: to another obscene:caller. “I 
make dirty phone calls ‘cause I’m a creep,” says David Dozer. Indeed; 
he’s the most disgusting of the lot and tells us all about it, He talks 
about picking his nose and playing with:snot; writing girls names in 
boys” toilet bowls: He gleefully recalls his first call... “1 said, ‘fuck 
you.’ And they didn’t hang up. It was terrific. They’d never hang up. 
Then it got dangerous. I told ‘em.all about it, but the police came. 
They just about broke my nose. In fact, I have a police brutality suit. 
I’ve made my adjustment now. It makes me happy to run down an 
empty street at night farting... well, not that happy.” 


Another obscene caller busts in. A bored, hostile, haggy 
housewife describes her daily routing, especially how she shoves a 
banana up her pussy during Sunrise Semester. She masturbates 
making obscene calls to men at work. After she comes she cleans up 
and waits for her husband to come home. 


Smith himself is one of the most subversive sexual 
creations in the history of film. Smith is such an acute case of self- 
hatred that he walks around with a mask on his face. The looks are so 
normal. What went wrong? Smith is so acute psychologically that he 
can instantly comprehend the most private needs of the women he 
calls. But why does he do this? 





“It’s not that I’m disfigured,” Smith explains. “It’s just 
that I have trouble communicating with people eye to eye. I make 
obscene phone calls. I have perfected it as a science. I could seduce 
the President, his wife, his children and his grandparents, but I have no 
political aspirations. I’m not just a lot of talk. That's what I do.” Mr. 
Smith expresses a sadness and insecurity about his advancing age, for 
in his prime he called thousands of women within a year. Now he’s 
down to four a day. Mr. Smith has four women a night, a thousand per 
year; he takes two weeks off to go fishing. He’s sad about aging. He 
used to have ten women a day, ten at night. 
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“Now I’m more mature. May I call you Alice?” 
“What'H I call you?” 
“Mr: Smith.” 









Le 3 
Alice is delighted with Mr. Smith 


Dolph Sweet appears as the last obscene caller, sporting a 
pipe and considered grimace. He reminiscences. Betty Ann with: 
pimples. His mother’s panties. His father, a hairy guy, “flirting with 
sailors and buying French lipstick. Sweet swallowed a golf ball, which 
gives him constant problems with his ass. He stopped making calls 
saying “dickalick” to girls because of “the power of my rational mind. 
Now I’m in control.” 


Alice meekly asks Mr. Smith if he has physical relations. 
He snaps, “What the fuck do you mean?” and goes off at her like 
Hitler. “Do you like kids too?” Smith tells how “I got over the 
nymphet stage about six months ago” as a flashback appears of a girl 
holding a Beatles album. Then Smith tells of a run he had on old 
ladies, because “they know the ropes.” 


É Smith Alice an affectionate bath | 


Mr. Smith gives Alice an affectionate bath and shampoo. 
He’s smiling, lovingly playing with her sudsy head in the tub, The 
scene was emulated by Last Tango In Paris with Maria Schneider 
and Marlon Brando. Alice asks “how did you come to being” and 
Smith tells her of his past. The sequence is unlike anything 
cinematically invented, a verbal cut up welded to a visual anecdote. 
Alice’s nude body is used like a photograph surrounding Mr. Smith as 
he speaks, and the image is placed within a circle. 
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Rad 
Mr. Smith’s monologue 


Smith had been a military captain who “fought the yellow 
reds.” He’d calm nervous soldiers by punching them in the gut, 
grabbing their hand, pointing their gun, shouting “let’s pull that 
fuckin’ trigger” atid then kissing him. “Not like à fag but like the way 
one man kisses another man.” Mr. Smith returns from the war as 2 
decorated hero and becomes a media celebrity. 


Mr. Smith goés home to à very normal life in the suburbs 
with his wife Mary, his son named Fred and their dog Freddy. 
Mowing the lawn was his relaxation activity. He and his wife have a 
code phrase for sex: “honey, wanna have a picnic?” Mr. Smith has 
all the right stuff. Every marble is tightly compartmenifalizéd in his 
suburban life. 


A recurrent shot of a disembodied lawnniowér appears. 
The lawnmower flows along the grass seemingly without any human 
supervision. Nelson Lyon calls this the “Gravely” sequence, and shot 
it where he grew up in New Jersey “overlooking this highly exotic 
swamp, à spécfacular vision of despair. I didn’t ever really get along 
with my parents but when I made this movie it was the last straw. 


“The lawnmower was a machine called the Gravely. My 
father was this very macho guy, the only way to cut down this fall 
grass was this machine called the Gravely, it had sickle bars and the 
blades were like 4 or 5 inches razor sharp and would move at a 
blinding horizontal back and forth. You had to hold it, you manually 
shifted this thing and you could lose control very easily. Mr. Smith 
uses it to relax and it’s a murderous machine. Only a violent person 
would enjoy using the Gravely. It’s an homage to my gruesome 
childhood in New Jersey.” 


Two men from NASA approach and ask Smith as he mows 
the lawn, “Hey, wanna be an astronaut?” Mr. Smith jumps at the 
chance, He continues telling his tale to Alice, to her bare buttocks and 
pussy. Her pussy and legs form a triangle surrounding Smith’s face, 





the image placed within a circular, rotating hypno-dial. Things go 
awry for Smith when he’s in the weightless chamber. He salutes the 
NASA officials upside down. The officials ask him what he wants 
and his response is “A GREAT BIG GIANT THMITTTITIT!” Mr. 
Smith is examined by NASA psychiatrists. It was determined that the 
weightless chamber, Mr. Smith harrumphs, “made me nutty.” 











The weightless chamber made me nutty... 


Mr. Smith returns, dejected, to his life in the suburbs. His 
wife brings up their password for sex, “honey, wanna have a picnic?” 
Alas, Smith proves impotent. “I just couldn't keep my mind on 
regular things any more.” Instead of mowing the lawn being a 
relaxing activity as it had always been, it only makes him tense and 
easily aggravated. The family dog starts nipping at his ankles. He 
gives the dog a kick across the lawn. His wife shrieks, his son 
threatens to shoot him. While calling a vet for the injured pooch, an 
idea dawns on Mr. Smith... he gets a wrong number and makes his 
first obscene call. It turns into an obsession. He can psychologically 
see through the targets of his calls, and has an instant ability to appeal 
to them any way possible, from old ladies to teenyboppers, both of 
which appear in flashback. Eventually Mr. Smith is caught doing his 
obscene calls. He notes the results as “disgrace and á large fine.” He 
flees suburbia for New York City, where he pursues his obsession 
with a vengeance. 


And then Alice gets a show. Alice sweetly begs to see Mr. 
Smith get down to business. “It’s unorthdox.” He gets up into a 
spotlight and whips out a fresh black rubber glove. Alice skips over to 
him and presents him with the telephone. Like a and his female 
magician’s assistant. Smith gives her an example of his skills by 
calling Eyemask. “So you’re the one who’s been calling my friend.” 
Eyemask is then taken by force by Mr. Smith’s violent verbiage. Cut 
to gins exploding with a back—forth bit of weaponry that implies hard 
fucking. Eyemask is so stunned shie removes her eye block in ecstasy 
as Mr. Smith demands “Say please.” “Please.” 





A hilarious parody of a public service ad appears. A 
baldheaded Baby Huey playing the district attomey warns about the 
crime of obscene calls. He ranks the obscene callers on the same 
criminal level as a bomb threat. “We'll find you! A voice print is now 
as accurate as a finger print!” 






Alice tells Mr. Smith that she likes dirty books. He says he 
“uses the phone.” Mr. Smith explains how “people in my line of work 
rarely show themselves and only under legal duress.” Alice begs him 
to “ravish her.” 


Smith stands in a phone booth, adjusts his mask, and 
begins to dial. Alice expectantly picks up thé receiver in the adjacent 
booth. Suddenly, the film changes from black and white to color. Mr. 
Smith gives Alice the obscene call of her lifetime. This leads to a 
raunchy animate sequence far more extreme than Fritz the Cat or 
Heavy Traffic, which had yet to be made. It has more in common 
with Euro-pornogrpaher Lasse Braun’s featurette Sine, which broke 
taboo after taboo in a matter of minutes. Throughout the animation, 
there’s tit fucking, buildings copulating, a woman getting it on with a 
skyscraper, pussies on little high heels, a giant tongue rimming. Every 
graphic and surreal possibility explored. 






Alice and Mr. Smith together on the phone 
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The cartoon at the end shot by Leonard Glasser has a yin 
yang effect. In some ways it’s the unrecognized predecessor of the X- 
rated animations like Heavy Traffic and Sine to come. Another 
perspective is that it is a self-immolation of the film you have just 
seen. However, in terms of the narrative, you'd have to hear the dirty 
conversation between Mr. Smith and Alice or you’d have to see actual 
sex. The cartoon represents what couldn't be shown, as The 
Telephone. Book is. not a hardcore porn movie. The. cartoon 
symbolizes that what Mr. Smith was talking about in the phone booth. 
Domination and manic satisfaction. Annihilation. The obscene call 
produces le petit’ morte that kills. Mr. Smith and Alice would 
annihilate each t ther from some angle. In a cartoon you can show that 
in the abstract: en The Telephone Book is over you don’t think 
> you.can never forget Alice and Mr. Smith; 








At daybreak, Mr. Smith calmly hangs up, leaving Alice 
motionless, eyes closed, slumped against the side of the booth. He just 
leaves. As he himself admits, he cannot cut the couple thing. He 
needs to be single otherwise he becomes threatening and makes life 
miserable for those around him. Mr. Smith’s creeping manic sexuality 
dismayed his family and made him a seclusionist except for passing 
conversation. But it cheers Mr. Smith up to meet: Alice, who thinks 
that his whole alienation was sexy. Unfortunately depression isn’t fun, 
and it precludes Mr. Smith from having any sustaining sexual 
relationships. 


Once the phone call is over, Alice is left is a post-orgasmic 
deathlike state as Mr. Smith just walks on, past the phone booth And 
you accept that she’s asleep. Fulfilled. 


The Telephone Book is very American and has an 
immaculate great look. It’s innovative in that it concentrates on the 
odyssey of a female protagonist. Looking from Alice’s perspective 
people pop up at her, and you never know what’s going to happen 
next. Usually movies about woman are boring and you know exactly 
what’s going to happen next. With The Telephone Book you don’t. 
You wonder whether each new character is Mr. Smith, and it seizes 


your attention. 


The Telephone Book influenced both Bertolucci and 
Brando when they made Last Tango In Paris, from the opening shots 
of the male protagonist emerging from a train to the barren apartment 
where he connects with the girl he’s pursuing. Scenes where Mr. 
Smith is by the subway stairs and giving Alice a bath are clear 
templates for Last Tango. Brando’s performance in Last Tango is 
completely derivative of Norman Rose as Mr. Smith, and Rose is a lot 
more believably alienated than Brando. Bertolucci gave Last Tango a 
terminally romantic resolution. Nelson Lyon depicts the hell of his 
characters having to go on and live, which is much more tricky and 
difficult to accomplish than an easy death ending and more true to life. 


Nelson shot The Telephone Book in six weeks in New 
York City. From his aesthetic vantage point, Nelson identified both 
with Alice and Mr. Smith. He initially cast John Phillips’ wife, 
Genevieve Waite, to play Alice. After Waite dropped out, Lyon 
noticed Sarah Kennedy from a 7-Up commercial, “a little girlish 
gamine creature, which is exactly what 1 had in mind for Alice,” and 
no one could own that road better. Norman was the idea of the 
producer. He has an amazing voice, you won’t see his face. The pig 
mask was my idea.” 


Norman Rose plays Mr. Smith brilliantly in the movie. It 
was casting genius that Rose had been the voice for the actual phone 
company. Rose recalls that, “When I read the script originally, I had 
done some work for one or two of the guys producing. Commercials, 
narrations..And I read the script and I absolutely flipped. I thought it 
was absolutely a brilliant script. I'd never met Nelson Lyon before. 1 
met two people that were associated with him And they asked me if] 
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wanted to do it, And I said yes. So then we went into production. 


“The filming wasn’t terribly long. I wasn’t.on the set for - 


more than a week. Those speeches are very Jong. I had to 
accommodate: them. . 1 don’t remember whether they put up a 
teleprompter, or cards or what. 1 had to try to use them as much as I 
could. They sprang a surprise on me and it’d be a different days work 
from the one we had scheduled. But nonetheless I still loved the play 
and the part. i 


“I was very heavily into doing commercials then at the 
time. I had as an account, New: York Telephone for the agency of 
Young and Rubicam. It never occurred to me, but I guess that was one 
of the major reasons that they chose me to do The Telephone Book. 
Of course I think it would have been incredible if they let me remove 
the mask at the end. It would have been endlessly shocking, 1 think. 


“I was fired from the telephone account by being in The 
Telephone Book. Of course, I lost that but it didn’t matter because I 
had dozens of others as well, and gotten good publicity. I have to tell 
you something, and it’s this. 


“Tve done a lot of children’s narration. Young people’s 
records they were called. They were marvelous. They were the first 
kind of activity records where the narration would call for them to do 
things.. They were very popular. I’ve narrated so many things, The 
Man Behind the Gun, or Man Behind the Badge. The Greatest 
Story Ever Told was an early part on a radio show in the early 50’s. 
I played on a lot of radio soap operas, but mostly commercials. I 
suppose the most famous commercial I ever had was the Columbian 
coffee one which said, “this is Juan Valdez,” - that one. Which made 
me a pack of money that I wish I still had some left. At the time of 
The Telephone Book I was extremely active in narrations and 
commercials.” 


David Dozer, who plays the most unrepentant of all the 
obscene callers, recalls “I met Nelson through the casting agent. He 
was very jolly and would laugh, and would giggle and was 
enthusiastic. He was sort of wildly enthusiastic about perversions and 
how exciting and interesting it was to make a movie with buildings 
having sex with each other. And he was way into it. Very over the 
top. He was certainly not bored. Some directors are like... but he 
wanted to make the movie. He was happy they were making it. 


“The women’s parts were all written, and we went in to 
meet Nelson and he told me they had written everything except one 
part. So he told me to improvise. I figured that’s why I was called in. 
In fact that’s all I’d audition for. He told me the guy was a creep. He 
told me what he wanted at the audition, I don’t know ifhe recorded the 
audition. I tend to give people what they ask for in a way that they 
don’t expect. Bitter, naive, sweet , crazy, all these things. And they 
were like “wow, this is fantastic — we got it!” I hoped they were right. 

So, I came in the next day. And shot it and it was the second time I 
did it. I didn’t think it was quite as good as at the audition, but it was 
pretty good and yeah, I could tell, yeah it worked. It felt real and 1 
knew it was funny. They were laughing and I was happy. I remember 
one thing that happened at the shoot, was that Nelson had this huge 
rubber penis, and he said, “won't this be great coming out of the 
pocket?” I said “No, no.” So, I directed my own segment. So Nelson 
had nothing written except that this guy was a creep. He had 
something like an opening line. Like “I’m a creep, I make dirty phone 
calls.” 


When The Telephone Book opened in 1971 David Dozer 
brought his parents. “They were elderly. Well, not that old, I suppose 
they were my age (laughs) when they saw it. They took a bus to the 
subway to see their son in this movie, and I think they were bright red 
all the way home on the bus. Like, wow this is our son in a movie? 


My father was an actor, and he knew that actors act. You get a part, 
you do it. My parents met at the same school I went to CarnegieTech. 
My father was a drama student and my mother was in music. They 
did a musical together. Showboat, and they got married , and yes, it is 
much easier to be an actor when your father is an actor. My father was 
a prude.and he was embarrassed by it, but he could understand what 
was happening, It was amazing at the time because you hardly ever 
get to write your own part in a movie. 





At the time I did a cartoon. ‘The day I shot the picture I 
drew a cartoon of me sitting in t ir saying now Lrun down the 
street late at night farting,” à P 
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David Dozer’s cartoon of his character  ; 

Nelson Lyon recalls that, “Roger Carmel who played the 
analyst was a bombastic guy, coming on to everyone male and female 
on the set. Barry Morse was in The Fugitive, as the inspector, a very 
old fashioned English actor. Barry wanted to play Har Poon nude but! 
insisted he wear pants. Casting the Warhol people was my idea. even 
shot an intermission for the movie with Andy Warhol speaking but it 
ended up on the cutting room floor because it slowed the movie down” 





Sam 


Today, Nelson Lyon Nelson Lyon remains a bon vivant 
socialite and great raconteur with excellent taste and many talents. 
Nelson is a virtual Renaissance man, with simultaneous ties to the beat 
generation, subversive and avant garde film, mainstream Hollywood 


_and television writing. He’s an excellent photographer, and has taken 


some of the best shots of William Burroughs and Terry Southern. 
Nelson’s photos are as intense as a motion picture compressed into a 
still, they capture the inner soul of their subjects. Nelson always 
retained his great eye for casting. Nelson’s CD of Gimme Your 
Hump features terrific renditions of Terry Southern’s finest material. 
It includes superb performances by cast members as diverse as 
Marianne Faithful as a grizzled Lolita and Taylor Mead doing a 
hilarious male nurse. 


Nelson Lyon’s The Telephone Book is a classic of 
American sexual alienation in the cinema. In essence the film is a 
fairy tale, a fable where the obscene call is the magical power, the spell 


. of the wizard. The power and control impulse and the questing for 


erotic transcendence really amounts to a death wish. Alice is dead at 
the end, standing up, the orgasm that kills. Within this is the complete 
loss of self: the complete anonymity of Mr. Smith, and Alice is giving 
into a complete loss of herself in pursuit of a transcendent erotic self. 
Mr. Smith is objectifying her and she turns herself into a telephone. 


Mr. Smith personifies anonymity as power; Mr. Smith is 
pervert as hero; his impulse his power; he uses the phenomenal art of 
the obscene phone call to control and destroy his victims. He’s 
impotent, so the power of the call is his sex drive. He wants to make 
himself totally anonymous and has power to probe into the intimate 
minds of people. In Mr. Smith’s world, desire leads to pain, torture 
and death. Sexual obsession is all in the service of love; love kills; 
love is this abstract word sentimentalized it’s actually deadly. 


SNUFFSEX 


LA GRANDE BOUFFE 
(1973) Director: Marco Ferreri 





Original ad campaign 


The late director Marco Ferreri was one 
of cinema’s great sexual subversives. Ferreri’s 
The Grande Bouffe is the ultimate French movie, 
and it took this Italian visionary to see the 
French for what they really are. Le merde. Le 
sexe. Le mere. Gastronomic and aging upset, 
combined with a sexual panic that includes the 
looming specter of mommyism. The film was 
revered at the Cannes Film Festival and had a 
lengthy run in New York in 1973 despite its X- 
rating. It’s a miracle it was such a commercial 


art house and critical success stateside, as most . 


of Ferreri’s movies had blink and they’re gone 
stateside release if they made it to the USA at all. 


Four jaded men are the protagonists. 
The characters all bear the same first name as the 
world-class European stars playing them, which 
provides an oxymoronic Brechtian commentary 
and extra dimension of reality to the 
proceedings. We meet them all in a prologue 
sequence that succinctly depicts them as worldly 
successes with suicidal depression. 


The Goebbels who architects their final 
ritual, Ugo (Ugo Tognazzi) is introduced leaving 
a Parisian food shop where director Ferreri is the 
proprietor. Ugo’s a chef. At home, he gathers 
his sharp kitchen knives, an ominous omen of 
what's to come. He tells his wife that he'll be 
gone for the weekend. She instinctively knows 
that if he’s taking those knives, she won’t see 
him again. “You took those knives with you 
when you left home when you were 14...” 


The next man is Michel (Michel 
Piccoli), a successful TV producer. He’s 
initially seen putting on a rubber glove and 
describing its sensations before two women for 
no other reason than to indulge in some 
exhibitionistic kinks before a female audience. 


He tells his wife that he’s going away and has 
given her control of his bank account. Michel 
meets “his. daughter at the studio and she 
introduces him to her black boyfriend. The 
boyfriend is played by the same guy who 
appeared as the priest at Uncle Tom’s explosive 
conclusion; : with a smaller variant of his huge 
Afro. “He's a dancer. Do you think you can 
give him a job.” He breaks into some unseemly 
gyrations before a disgusted Michel. 


Michel «is a pleasure seeker with a 
fantasy. driven profession. His daughter has 
turned into as much of a hedonist as him, and her 
boyfriend shares his personal enjoyment of 
music and dance. It’s too much for him to bear. 
The most he can do for her is give her an 
apartment, money and tell her to have a nice life. 


Marcello (Marcello Mastroanni) is a 
pilot. He’s the only one of the men seen without 
a female companion. Marcello throws on his 
silk scarf with narcissistic flourish before he 
leaves the cockpit for the last time. 


Philippe (Phillipe Noiret) is a judge, 
introduced rehearsing courtroom statements 
before his ample older woman servant. He says 


‘that he’s prepared a power of attorney for her 


and she knows something bad is brewing. She 
reminds him she’s been his nurse since age 2, 
“suckled him” and shows him photos of them 
when he was a baby. Philippe has grown into a 
miserable adult baby. She challenges him that 
he’s going to see hookers again and then 
suggestively unbuttons her blouse before sucking 
his cock. It’s a disturbing depiction of someone 
who’s been raped their entire life. 





a Our four protagonists arrive at the villa: 
Michel, Philippe, Ugo, and Marcello 





The four protagonists meet at an old but 
opulent villa that Michel has inherited. Its sole 
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occupant is Hector, a tiny ancient Frenchman 
complete with beret who had once been the 
chauffeur. Hector is played by Michel’s real life 
dad, Henri Piccoli, in another of the film’s 
ingenious tweaks on reality. Both of Piccoli’s 
parents were concert musicians; his mom was a 
pianist. Michel tickles the ivories upon entrance 
to the villa and plays the film’s theme several 
times afterwards. 


There’s.an antique Bugati in the garage 
that Marcello: fixates on. : A: food delivery 
containing an enormous amount of meats for fine 
Gallic cuisine arrives: in the garden. At this 
point, the method of the men’s suicide. pact 
becomes obvious — going on a final blow out of 
gastronomic and sexual gluttony. The meats run 
the gamut from hogs, quail, venison, and beef. 
Michel takes a cow’s head and dances with it 
gaily. 





Au ANTONIN ee E. 
el dances with the cow's head 


Each man is terrified that the aging 
process will rob them of any little enjoyment 
they get out of life. Michel, the eccentric of the 
four, is given to wearing pink turtlenecks and 
doing gymnastic exercises in tights. He’s afraid 
he*ll loose his limberness and turn into the frail 
old Hector — his real life father. This onset of 
physical frailty will also gradually destroy his 
musical adroitness. 


Marcello’s whole world is dominated 
by phallic symbols — flying airplanes, tinkering 
with an ancient Bugati — all proxies for the 
mechanics of sex. His mania is women and he’s 
petrified that his carnal prowess will leave. 


Ugo wants to turn himself into his own 
stuffed goose, filled with the best ingredients. 
He immediately busies himself in the kitchen, 
preparing the first evening’s festivities. Ugo 
cooks throughout the movie and serves the 
elaborate meals. 


The festivities start as the men compete 
with each other as to how much they can put 
away in one sitting. Marcello stuffs his cheeks 
with clams, i 


A bunch of schoolchildren turn up the 
following morning in the courtyard of the villa. 
Michel appears in a caftan, and to reassure an 
apprehensive little boy that he’s not an Arab, 
offers to give them lunch and a tour. As self- 
destructive as the men are, they’re not about to 
slaughter innocents. One of Michel’s ancestors 
had been a famed poet of the middle ages. The 
teacher, Andrea (Andrea Ferreol), points out a 


_ tree he wrote his compositions under hundreds of 


years ago. 





Lunch for the kiddies 


Ugo prepares an enormous lunch of 
roast pig for the children and they stuff their 
faces. Even though they’re being ingratiating, 
the men can’t help displaying signs of 
unhingement. Michel tells one kid that his 
“mean friends” want to eat the fish swimming in 
a tank. Philippe has a tantrum and throws a roast 
chicken in the tank. 


The men invite the teacher back for 


dinner. When she arrives the three hookers the 


men have enlisted are present. They look like 
disco era Parisian streetwalkers, the kind of 
women who populated seventies Europom 
movies like The Kinky Ladies of Bourbon Street 
or Lasse Braun’s loops. 


Philippe apologizes for the women’s 
lack of morals and Andrea simply says they’re 
very nice. Andrea’s the exterminating angel, the 
eternally approving maternal figure who stays on 
for the entire suicidal ride. 


A button pops off Philippe’s fly and 
Andrea sews it back on, promising not to hurt 
“baby.” She’s both mommied him and said the 
right password, and he falls instantly in love. 
And through his love for Andrea, he makes the 
most progress of his companions. He’s finally 
found a mother figure that’s all accepting. 


Ugo presents a huge multileveled cake 
to celebrate the arrival of the hookers. The men 
lay a hooker with long platinum hair nude 


against it. Michel starts throwing sauce at the 
women in another obvious metaphor for scat. 


Marcello’s outbursts keep oscillating 
between the fucking the women and repairing the 
Bugati. . He’s desperate struggling to keep the 
operational mechanics of sex running. He balls 
one of the hookers inside the old car. Philippe 
comes to. collect him, saying that Michel is sick 
and needs him. Marcello bellows, “PM 
COMING!” Michel is laying down sick with gas 
pains and chills, and Marcello massages his 
bulging stomach, resulting. in an earsplitting 
breaking of wind. 






Sensory overload 


The men continue their sensory 
overload by watching vintage pornographic 
slides on their bed. The next morning Ugo does 
. an inspired imitation of Marlon Brando playing 

The Godfather, complete with stuffed cheeks. 
“Marlon Brando’s vanity,” he chuckles, as eats 
while getting head from one of the hookers. 
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“Marlon Brando’s vanity” 


The prostitutes become physically ill. 
One complains that she had chills and threw up 
all night. They all feel that the men are way out 
of the norm, and actually call them twisted. They 
want to get the hell away from them. Their 
Darwinist instincts are telling them that this 
game is being played to a fatal extreme. They 
ask Andrea if she’s leaving but she softly says 
she’s staying “until the end.” 


Philippe proposes marriage to Andrea 
and indulges her by offering her a civil or private 
ceremony — her choice. Marcello is ecstatic that 
he’s gotten the Bugati to work, and it looks like a 
giant Dinky car sprung to life. The farthest it can 


go, however, is to the wall bordering the villa’s 
ground. He takes Andrea for a ride in it — a 
woman who isn’t his type whatsoever — and it 
goes back and forth in a motion that mimics the 
sexual act. 


In a startling scene involving total 
nudity and hand-genital contact, Marcello has 
sex with Andrea for no better reason than to 
upset Philippe. Marcello refers to Michel’s ever 
expanding tummy as his “baby,” reminding us of 
the inextricable link between birth and death. 
Michel reclines in a coach with a doll worthy of 
a teenage girl’s room. At night the four men and 
their female foil all sleep in the large upstairs 
bed. They’re turning into the terminal love and 
food cult. 


The men regress to an infantile state 
even more. Marcello goes to use the toilet and it 
hilariously explodes and literally chases him out 
of the bathroom. He screams that he’s covered 
in shit. Michel goes to check on him and begins 
pleading for Marcello to rescue him from the 
shit. 


Marcello does his Roman lothario 
number the following morning on Andrea. He 
poses with a hat off a statuette. Instead of 
complimenting this ridiculously suave move, she 
dismisses him as a jerk. Later, Marcello shouts 


.at his friends that, “IT’S IMPOSSIBLE! YOU 


CANNOT EAT YOURSELVES TO DEATH!” 
There’s a snowfall at night and he heads out to 
re-start the Bugati. 


The next morning Marcello’s frozen 
remains are found in the antique car. Michel is 
hysterical and heartbroken that his friend has 
died. He goes to do his exercises but no longer 
can bend due to the bloat. His body becomes 
wracked by convulsions and he dies hanging half 
off a balcony. 


The mood of the last two anti-revelers 
turns somber. They put Marcello and Michel’s 
corpses together in the freezer, and they oversee 
the last meals. Ugo grimly goes about finishing 
what he started. He creates a tremendous pate, 
decorating it with the shape of an egg because 
“it’s the Jewish symbol of death.” 


When the three sit down to eat the pate, 
Andrea and Philippe state that the taste is off. 
Philippe’s love for Andrea has actually made 
him cling to life more than any of the men. Ugo 


24 


20 


bitterly consumes it, like a force fed goose force 


prepared for pate. He falls on the table and his 
body starts sinking into a spasmodic shock. He 


begs Andrea to perform one last sex act as. he’ s 


expiring, and she jerks him off as he dies. Is 


virtually a cooking instruction, the final basting 
of his goose... While the scene offended many, 
it’s heartbreaking. 





has made reference to bone à a diabetic. He 
consumes the cake and starts to feel chilly. She 
cuddles him maternally as he dies quietly in her 
arms, like.a sad infant nursing. 


The meat. is. grotesquely left all over 
trees, the. ground and the barren wintry 
vegetation in like a Francis Bacon painting. 
Andrea heads back into the villa. 


La Grande Bouffe is like Salo with the 
four catalysts as their own victims and 
executioners. Pasolini was admittedly 
influenced by the film before making Salo, 
referring to the men as “priests of an obscure 
sect.” La Grande Bouffe also pre-dates Peter 
Greenway’s images of death and decay, most 
obviously in the surrealistically placed meats at 
the conclusion. 


However, unlike many other directors 


who have approached extreme material, Ferreri, 


doesn’t seek to throw the viewer out of the film, 
as Pasolini has done with his relentless 
intellectualism or Greenaway has accomplished 
by being thoroughly disgusting. Instead, Ferreri 
involves you deeply in the men’s plight. He 
unfolds the film in a straightforward narrative 
style that is opulent, stunningly composed and 
completely engrossing. At the same time, it’s 
driven by some of the most profound musings on 
of sex, life and death ever committed to film. La 
Grande Bouffe has a moving and tragic 
dimension in which you never doubt the 
humanity of the characters or question their 
unhappiness. As dark as Ferreri’s vision is, he 
never lets go of the outrageous humor inherent in 
the proceedings. 


. The aesthetic success of La Grande 
Bouffe is also..due to the performances of the 
leads. The cast members are extremely gifted 


. and dedicate themselves completely to Ferreri’s 


vision of inverting their prior typecasting. 
Philippe Noiret has always played the benign 
Frenchman, and here he incarnates a perpetually 
sad childishness that arose out of violation. Ugo 
Toes} has penne familiar to United States 


the spirit of a tragic sie, “and parted 
looks bursting at the seams. Surrealistic 
prankster Michel Piccoli adds another feather in 
his beret as a man whose hedonism and artistic 
inclinations have led to personal unhappiness. 









comedies, transcends the ‘merely Reubenesque 
into a complex female figure that’s: loving, 
smothering, dominant and complacent at once. 
A major surprise is that Marcello Mastroanni had 
the courage to mock his Latin Lover image, 
portraying the suicidal wreck under the sexual 
manic. 


Thirty years after its initial release, La 
Grande Bouffe holds up as.a classic film that not 
only meets expectations but challenges them. 
Ferreri has accomplished a union of opposites, 
that many directors have aspired to but very few 
have ever achieved. La Grande Bouffe is a 


. deeply humanistic, anti-nihilistic work that is 


obsessed with annihilation, a conventionally 
structured narrative that encompasses a 
breathtaking ~ surrealism. In this jaded, 
postapocalyptic age where terminal sex has 
become acceptable even in: such mundane 
commercial formats as music videos. La Grande 
Bouffe remains shocking - both for its subversive 
achievements and for the fact it has heart. 


CHARLOTTE (LA JEUNE FILLE 
ASSASSINEE, THE MURDERED 
GIRL) 

(1975) Director: Roger Vadim 


Charlotte originally opened in New 
York in 1975 at the height of porno chic and the 
importation of sexually explicit art and Europorn 
films. Mr. Sleazoid originally caught Charlotte 
at the Waverly Theater in Greenwich Village, 
where the audience was held spellbound by its 
double billing with the first Emmanuelle movie. 
Emmanuelle had been released the prior year in a 
precedent setting move by a major studio, 





VADIM’S NEW STAR 





MATHIEU CARRIERE 






















“An incredibly literate, astute, lovely-to-look- . 
at, charming and chilling movie that is guar- 
anteed to open both your eyes and mouth in 
shocked disbelief. | want to warn that this 
film isn’t for the faint-hearted, nor those given 
to blushing. A sparkler you won't forget for 
a long time.” —uiz smith, Cosmopolitan 


“The perceptive eye that first brought Brigitte 
Bardot to screen fame, whose first three mar- 
riages. were Bardot to Stroyberg to Fonda, has 
lost none of its skill. Roger Vadim has found |. 
Sirpa Lane, and she is really something to | 
contemplate, whether dressed, or undressed, . 

close-up or from afar.” —arcner winsten, N.Y. Post 
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NOT SO SWEET CHARLOTTE. Sirpa Lane, portraying the title role 
in Roger Vadim's “Charlotte,” takes out a fit of jealousy on her un- 
-suspecting brother, Alexandre Austruc. “Charlotte,” a spicy tale of 
murder, feleased by Gamma Ill, opens. ......... at ............. 





Mathieu Carriere, as Eric, a decadent young man, and Sirpa Lane, 
as Charlotte, a young woman whose search for excitement leads to 
her death, share an intimate moment in a Parisian nightclub in this 
scene from Roger Vadim's “Charlotte.” A provocative look at the 
secret lives of the jet set, the Gamma III release is in the tradition 
of “Emmanuelle.” 
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ROGER VADIM 
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Columbia Pictures, demonstrating what big 
business sex films with an arty facade had 
become at the time. 





“Every act of love can be repeated except for one” 
Original poster for Charlotte 


Even in this permissive climate, 
Charlotte was shocking. It’s a revolutionary 
film in that it’s perhaps the first widely shown 
movie to pivot on terminal sex. It had two ad 
campaigns: one based on the poster (above) 
which displays a dead nude girl in a hand chair; 
and the print ad, which was a drawn rendering of 
the asphyxiation sex sequence that the plot 
hinges on. 


Charlotte opens with eerie Mike 
Oldfield synthesizer. music as the voyeuristic 
camera lingers over a lavish sex pad after the 
fatal kink has been played out. Periodically 
superimposed over the titles are images of the 
heroine’s face before glittering jewels. The 
credits end with a view of her nude, limp corpse. 


Cut to a home movie of Charlotte on a - 


swing, the camera panning up her skirt to reveal 
her flashing her bare pussy. Eurosex luminary 
Sirpa Lane stars as Charlotte. Watching this 
filmed performance is Georges (director Roger 
Vadim). Georges is a writer contracted to do 
another intellectual treatise, but the story of this 
murdered girl proves too does tin a subject 
for him to resist. 


Georges is a happily married man with 
a young daughter, but when he was in his dirty 
thirties he got Charlotte’s cherry. So he’s more 
than personally involved with his subject. 
Georges contacts Charlotte’s boyfriend Eric Von 
Schillinberg (Mattieu Carriere), who’s a trust 


fund millionaire piece of Eurotrash. At a fashion 
show, Eric casually admits that he killed 
Charlotte and that he’il help Georges write his 
book. 


A compelling dichotomy is set up — the 
man who first had sex with Charlotte unravels 
her erotology with the man that performed the 
final sexual act with her. The movie emerges in 
a dreamy skip time, as flashbacks, reminiscences 
of characters and the present all intertwine. 


Most of Charlotte concerns the 
unsatisfied kinky sex life of its heroine, who 
keeps upping the ante. After Georges deflowers 
her, and they’re lying in bed together, he’s 
genuinely surprised that she’s a virgin after all 
her exhibitionistic tease behavior. Eric meets 
Charlotte after she marries a homosexual movie 
critic. In one of the movie’s most famous sex 
scenes, glimpsed during the credits, she 
decorates Eric’s hard cock with jewels. 
Charlotte is a police commissioner’s daughter 
who supports rioting students for no better 
reason than to infuriate her family. She also 
enjoys a mentally incestuous relationship with 
her brother, first by doing a striptease out of 
Napoleonic male drag. Later, she ties up his 
girlfriend and shaves off her pubic hair. Brother 
and sister consummate their relationship through 
violence, pummeling nn other to pieces in their 
nighclothes. 


As Georges continues to interview 
Charlotte?s ex-husband, family members and 
other associates, Eric becomes increasingly 
persistent in confessing his crime. He stalks 
Georges at his house, and eventually invites him 
to a deserted bar in the middle of the night. “We 
decided to take it all the way...” The terminal 
scene is graphically depicted in its entirety, with 
total nudity for both the actors. As the Mike 
Oldfield music overpowers the soundtrack, Eric 
fucks Charlotte from behind and strangles her. 
The scene has a realistic emotional consequence. 
After the kink has been fulfilled, he’s 
immediately sorry he’s lost his playmate. 


After revealing the details of the sex 
murder, Eric points a loaded pistol at Georges, 
who slips off to “take a piss.” He then asks 
Georges what he’d do if he kills himself. 
Georges coolly replies that he should wait until 
he’s gone because he wouldn’t want to be 
detained by police questioning him all night. 
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When Georges arrives home, he hears 
of Eric’s suicide as he’s putting his daughter to 
bed. He immediately cancels the book project. 


The character that Vadim plays in 
Georges is pretty much a life actor. version of 
himself, and there are pieces of Vadim scattered 
all over Charlotte. Although married, Georges is 
still a swinger attracted to. individuals and 
situations that have fatal outcomes. He’s been 
mixed up with seriously crazy people like the 
Manson Family who mix kinky sex with murder, 
and it shows in the film... This gives an extra 
dimension of believability to the movie. 


Charlotte deliberately goes against the 
grain by featuring characters that are not 
conventionally likeable but are compelling 
nonetheless. And they’re decadently incarnated 
by some of Europe’s most extreme performers. 
Matthieu Carrier has been in a huge amount of 
films, both bizarre art movies like Beethoven’s 
Nephew and Eurosleaze favorites like Bluebeard. 
In Charlotte he totally immerses himself into the 
role of moneyed Eurotrash personality who’s 
capable of performing a sex thrill killing. 
Carriere is also completely nonchalant about the 
graphic sex and full frontal male nudity that the 
part requires. Charlotte is very much Sirpa 


Lane’s movie. A Sleazoid icon for her audacious _ 


performances in such extreme films as La Bete 
and Love Camp 27, Charlotte again reveals her 
to be an actress of great charisma and physical 


beauty, with and without clothes. She makes the 
character of Charlotte feel lived in, a fresh faced 
yet pouty young woman, the type of personality 
to whom sex is always unsatisfying, no matter 
what avenue she takes. 


Sirpa, who hailed from Finland and 
whose real name was Sirpa Salo, passed away of 
AIDS after she supposedly contracted it through 
an unsterile tattoo needle in Paris: She's left 
behind a precious few films, and Charlotte i is one 
that showcases her multifacetec | talents from 
beginning to end. 


Charlotte has me slow points during 
some of its exposition, but they’re easy to 
overlook, as the film unfolds as a mood piece 
with a fragmented narrative that’s often within 
its characters’ heads. When it actually builds to 
the terminal sex scene, it’s breathtakingly 
explicit and emotionally charged, leaving 
nothing to the imagination. 








Vadim has always been obsessed with 
terminal sex; his most mainstream: American 
movie Pretty Maids All in A Row hinged on the 
subject. Usually considered a lightweight 
director, Charlotte is Vadim’s most personal and 
intense movie, a genuine venture into a taboo 
realm. 


Bondage, Death and Chocolates 


BONDAGE FANTASIES, THE 
ESCAPE ARTIST and THE 
BONDAGE MODEL 


- (2002) Director: “Max” 


Luxembourg is a wee country with less 
than a half a million inhabitants, just a short 
drive from Belgium or Germany, or a quick 
plane ride from London. Its primary industries 
are chocolates, fine beers, wines, and banks that 
are adept in hiding secretive funds. A drive 
through Luxembourg from France, Belgium or 
Germany seems like passing through a strip of 
nightclubs. This tourism-friendly country is a 
constitutional monarchy, with much of its 
population tracing its lineage back to the middle 
ages. The citizens speak their own dialect, 


Letzebuergesch, along with French, German, and 


commonly, English. Luxembourg has recently 
become the source of a startling export - very 
extreme Euro-porn, in which sadism is refracted 
into forms that range from the lyrical to shocking 


The architect behind these bizarre 
ventures is an enigmatic man known under the 
moniker of “Max.” By day Max is a baby 
photographer. He specializes in taking first holy 
communion portrait photos of preteenage girls 
“Look dour little girl!”..... If the parents of his 
photo subjects only knew about his evening 
proclivities. 


Max devotes the rest of his time to 
being part of a secretive troika that includes Herr 
Martin Koppman and Antonio di Gennaro. 
Martin operates out of Germany, and designs the 


elaborate steel cuffs, stocks and variety of 
bondage contraption that appear in Max’s 
videotapes. He prides their severity as being of 
“German quality.” The third leg of the tripod is 
Rome-based actor-director Antonio di Gennaro, 
who bounces between Italy and Transylvania. 


Max started his fetish empire in 1997 
over the internet. He’s since garnered 5 million 
visitors to his kinky site “Bianca’s Place,” which 
is a good indication of how many people share 
the inclinations it represents. Bianca’s Place is 
an S&M. potpourri, a mixture of pro-kink 
philosophizing, news stories about the treatment 
of female prisoners, Max’s B&D watercolors, 
anti-authoritarian political tracts, contributions 
from site visitors, video captures from famous 
sadistic softcore movies like Poor Cecily and 
Love Camp 7 and, most importantly, a 
marketplace for the videotapes that Max shoots 
himself and writes for Antonio. 


Max’s own videotapes are romantic 
renderings of classic B&D, which belie how 
severe the situations they depict are. They’re 
shot at his expansive and isolated estate in 
Luxembourg. His biggest recent hits, Bondage 
Fantasies and The Escape Artist/The Bondage 
Model, feature his English discovery, Holly, and 
her bloke boyfriend. Holly works as a go-go 
dancer in Luxembourg, and also designs flyers 
for discothèques. She’s very much the 
prototypical London bird, someone who looks 
like she fell out of the mid-1960s Blow Up era, 
down to the white thigh high boots and 
miniskirts she often sports. She’s a stick figure 
with long blonde hair and a sharp nose, a Sweet 
Gwendolyn gumby doll that gets willingly bent 
and twisted into a myriad of contortions. The 
aesthetic and popular success of these videotapes 
is inseparable from Holly’s photogenic looks, 
British accent, and personality in which S&M is 
a natural reflex. 


Bondage Fantasies opens with Holly 
strapped to a hospital bed. Her boyfriend plays 
the psychiatrist who asks her about her fantasies. 
They peruse a copy of John Willie’s Sweet 
Gwendolyn drawings and Holly plays out 
different illustrations that appeal to her most. 
Throughout the 70 minutes of the tape, the 
intrepid Holly explores a number of B&D 
scenarios. She gets securely tied to a tree with 
rope in an outdoor touch usually seen in classics 
like Olga’s House of Shame. Wearing thigh high 
black leather spiked boots, black miniskirt, and 


white corset, Holly is chained by the neck, 
shackled arm and leg, and tied to.a rack in a 
dungeon with an stone wall. She's paraded 
around in two forms of prison garb, one a red 
jumpsuit and the other a humiliating traditional 
black and white striped affair complete with 
matching cap. 






Holly as prisoner 


" The final sequence displays Max’s 
unique sense of humor. Holly is bound into one 
of Martin’s creations, a metal shrew’s fiddle. 
It’s a device that originated in the middle ages to 
discipline unruly wives, a yoke which restrains 
her bands and neck. She hopes the device will 
prevent her from eating chocolate. However, 
she’s able to put on shoes, munch on some 
sweets and complain over the phone to Martin 


‘that the restraints just aren’t restrictive enough. 


The constant intercutting between pictorial 
fantasy images and acted out reality gives 
Bondage Fantasies a dreamy quality. 


Holly chained to the wall 
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Outdoor sports with Holly 





The Escape Artist/The Bondage Model 
is Max’s most accomplished look at the ties that 
bind Holly and her boyfriend. The boyfriend 
displays a combination of awe and delight that 
he’s found a ‘capable playmate. Holly 
enthusiastically acts out a variety of bondage 
situations with a giddy, playful glee. The initial 
sequence features Holly in a denim miniskirt in 
the ‘sunny outdoors. Her boyfriend ties her hands 
up with some seriously knotted rope, and she 
wriggles out of it Houdini-style, Her next 
escape attempt isn’t as successful, though, and 
she’s left hogtied for hours to a picnic table. The 
sore red marks she massages after this ordeal are 
quite real, but a little discomfort doesn’t phase 
her. .... : 





c. starring 
= Helly 


The next vignette finds Holly walking 
in her thigh high white go-go boots down the 
long, desolate road to Max’s estate. Her 
boyfriend pulls up in a van bearing a large 
package containing Martin’s equipment. She 
gets tied up with a host of cuffs and leg irons in a 
barren room. Her boyfriend teasingly leaves her 
a key out of reach and she’s left pleading in her 
Brit accent “please untie me... please untie 
me....” 


Holly hogtied on the picnic table 








Max’s humorous conclusion to the tape 
is the segment entitled The Bondage Model. 
Holly poses for photos modeling Martin’s 
equipment as her boyfriend snaps away. He gets 
distracted by his cell phone and leaves her with 
her hands.and feet in a metal pillory contraption. 
The tape ends with this existential jape. 
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The conclusion of The Bondage Mo 


The Escape Artist builds on itself with a 


_ quiet erotic intensity. What distinguishes this 


videotape from its sea of competitors is its 
mixture of romantic lyricism and voyeurism. It 
puts you in the position of peeking on a couple 
for who B&D is very much a normal part of their 
lives. The bucolic outdoor settings are both 
pretty and unique, and the interiors are 
appropriately spare. The relaxing ambient music 
draws you into the scene. Max’s videocam work 
is so accomplished, his use of available light 
demonstrating a skilled still photographer’s eye, 
that the tape achieves a rarity nowadays in that 
it’s virtually indistinguishable from actual film. 


THE HANGING VIDEOS: HV-6 and 
“THE CALL GIRL” in HV-8 
(2002) Director: Antonio di Gennaro 


The tapes that Max writes and that 
Antonio di Gennaro stars in and directs go much 
further. They trade on the mixture of hardcore 
sex, sadism, torture and violation. Something 
made technically illegal in the United States after 
the Meese Commission in the 1980s attacked 
Avon Productions films like The Taming of 


Rebecca and 


“more nas Se eyed. 
Antonio is the star of his own show. He 
introduces the tapes, greeting the viewer and 
jes them to his rope-burned world. HV-6 
offers a typical Antonio  antipasto. It’s 
unsubtitled, but if you know some rudimentary 
Italian, it’s pretty easy to get the gist. At the 
outset of HV-6, he cheerfully announces his 
name, and promises something both “sexy” and 
“hard.” 


HV-6 has three vignettes. The first is 
The Landlady, which opens with Italian porno 
queen Emanuelle Cristaldi parading around her 
large villa. The villa is full of electronics and 
garish decorations, including a prominent 
pseudo-Roman wall mural of a male and female 
Cupid. Emanuelle’s a tall, dark haired woman 
with attractively exaggerated features decked out 
in a black blouse, leather miniskirt, and huge 
black platform shoes. She toys lustfully with her 
pet snake, rubbing it over her pussy, kissing it as 
she exclaims, “bellissima!” 
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rocks, there’s 
you will. 


. To the fatal conclusion 


The next episode is Camorra’s 
Revenge. The Camorra are the Naples based 
Mafia, responsible for weapons and narcotics 
trafficking, and murder. They’re more known 
(and feared) in Europe than in the United States, 
which only makes the situation more creepily 
believable. Antonio and a thuggish looking 
cohort (Pasquale Cutolo) play two Camorra 
members who knock on the door of a typical 
Roman apartment. A housewife (Annuziata) 
answers and foolishly allows the two mobsters 
in. Antonio tells her angrily that, “your husband 
got my friend arrested.” The woman’s husband 
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had turned another Camorra gangster into the 
police. And they are going to make her pay. The 
intruders strip and bind the woman, force 
themselves on her and then hang her in her own 
apartment. 






Pasquale Cutolo initiates the 
Camorra’s Revenge on Annuziata... 


‘aking her to the very final end 


The final segment, The Prison of 
Shame, is a terminal WIP venture. It’s a 
showcase for the whole HV group, featuring 
Antonio as the director of the prison, Romeo as a 
police inspector, Emanuelle in a dominant role 
and Bruno Rubini, another Italian porn star who 
often doubles as the HV cameraman, as an 
inspector. However, it’s the slowest and most 
predictable. A prostitute (Maria) wearing a red 
prison jumpsuit is dragged into jail and subjected 
to a humiliating physical exam before being 
hung. Concluding the tape is Antonio looking 
particularly maniacal, with his arm around 
Maria, jestingly stating that “here’s our model 
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and she’s in good health!” As if he couldn't 
have shot that segment before the action 
occurred... 








The Prison of. Shame 
Emanuelle, Maria and Romeo 


The HV tapes have the opposite visual 
style of Max’s careful composition. They have a 
chaotic, home invasion feel. Every detail of the 
settings stays in the memory: Emanuelle’s 
opulently gaudy isolated villa in The Landlady; 
the mundane Roman apartment of Camorra’s 
Revenge with the pastries on the table. The fatal 
-outcomes of the segments, although obviously 
simulated, contain a palpable sense of menace. 
These shockers occur in lieu of sexual climaxes, 
giving new meaning to the French term petite 
mort (“little death”) for orgasm. 


Antonio and companion 
chloroform The Call Girl 


The cherry bomb on the cake of 
Antonio’s malevolent streak is The Call Girl, 
which opens AV-8. Antonio announces it loftily 
as Eros and Thanatos. He’s sitting with an Izod 
shirt with a sultry female companion who makes 
them a pot of espresso. As they put lumps of 


sugar in their coffees, Antonio flips through a” 


friend’s trick book for a call girl to participate in 
a threesome. One wants 300 Eurodollars for two 
hours. That’s too expensive for him. He settles 


on one who’ll accept 200 Euros. She shows up 


and her name, Miky, is tattooed on her forearm. 
The couple chloroforms her, ties her up, whips 
her, and brings her to the bedroom, where the 
inevitable noose is waiting. Antonio puts her on 
a chair and does a vicious cat and mouse act of 
kicking and moving the chair before she hangs. 
The camera dwells on the piss on the floor.  * 


s 


: And ‘you haven't seen anything yet... 
The couple have sex with the outcall’s corpse. *: 


Antonio opens the girl’s motionless mouth to 
insert his penis in it. When they’re done, he 
flings her body in the closet with the words 
“Dead Call Girl” under a drawn cross. This 
sequence is extremely disquieting because the 
actress isn’t moving; she’s probably heavily 
drugged. In an e-mail to this author, Max 
casually mentioned that “knockout drops,” two 
of which can be easily slipped into the drink of 
an unknowing victim causing immediate 


unconsciousness, are available over the counter 


in Italy. And also widespread in his neck of the 
woods is the infamous “date rape” sleeping pill, 
Rohypnol. 


You don’t want to believe what yow're 
witnessing in The Call Girl is actually 
happening. It’s a simulation, but the ice doesn’t 
melt so easily because Antonio’s necrophliac 
sexual inclinations are very real. 






Necrophile threesome in The Call Girl 


The Call Girl has a shock value 
equivalent to other taboo breaking European 
movies like Animal Lover. Animal Lover was the 
greatest film ever made if you love bestiality and 
revolting if you didn’t. The Call Girl is 
aesthetically analogous. If you’re sexually sane, 
or kinky within certain parameters (i.e., you like 
your partners still breathing for the next session), 
The Call Girl will make you want to faint. If 





A you’ re a necrophiliac, it’s the greatest video ever’ 


made. 


Like the other HV videos, there is an 


unsettling plausibility in the situation, as it 


depicts the worst-case scenario of being an 
outcall — getting used and disposed of by snuff 
oriented individuals. It’s not Tike this doesn’t 









a ss the tape as a 
f but this issue 
becomes comp cated when you remember that 


. Antonio has a female cohort aiding him in 
pulling off his freaky scene. There's a rage 
- driving. ‘Antonio’s terminal fixation, what seems 


to be his anger against feeling powerless towards 
women - a different form of sexual hostility than 
a simple misogyny. 


The HV episodes demonstrate the 
radical dichotomy between the voyeuristic yet 
affection driven B&D videos Max makes on his 
own and the violent death worshipping ones he 
scripts for Antonio’s execution. 


The old guard of Eurosleaze classics all 
pivoted on a matrix of sex, sadism and death. 
Jess Franco’s La Comptesse Perverse, Italian 
roughies like Being Twenty, Gualtiero Jacopetti’s 
mania driven spectacle Mondo Candido, Roger 
-Vadim’s consenting terminal sex opus Charlotte 
had brief or no runs in the United States when 
they were originally released over two decades 
ago. Videotape has now made them accessible 
to a new generation of sleazemongers. 


These new videotapes emanating from 
Luxembourg have completely bypassed 
theatrical release by being sold on the web and 
are products of the dot com era, as they’re tied in 
with the sale of expensive bondage equipment. 
They’re vignettes instead of fully realized 
features like the classic Eurosleaze movies, but 
are based on a similar sex-sadism-death 
algorithm. The videos do achieve their own 
unique, authentic, intimate aesthetic. Products of 
a post-apocalyptic age that’s beyond jaded, these 
tapes may very well represent the new stage in 
Eurosleaze. 

* Xx * 

You can check out Max's site, 
“Bianca’s Place,” at rigidcuff.com. And if you 
dare to explore Antonio’s HV tapes, they’re 
available through 3virgin.com 
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New York Sleazeblazers 


SATAN’S BED 
(1965) Directors: 
Marshall Smith 


Satan’s Bed is legendary. Mike and 
Roberta Findlay and Jobn and Lem Amero were 
presented with an unfinished film starring a then 
unknown Yoko Ono. It was called Judas City and 
was largely directed by Marshall Smith. The Findlays 
and Ameros reshaped it and added new sequences, 
creating a commercially viable exploitation feature. 
Yoko’s presence in Satan’s Bed has always held a 
fascination for exploitation aficionados for its 
celebrity shock value. Yet the movie has been 
strangely ignored in the scores of Beatles books, even 
Albert Goldman’s lengthy, scabrous John Lennon 
bio. 


The resultant film is a patchwork that brings 
to mind Confessions of a Psycho Cat. Confessions 
employed an amazing use of Eisensteinian montage 
that integrated two unfinished films — a horror film 
and sexploitation feature — with additional footage 
into a single narrative feature. Similarly, Satan’s 
Bed is a cross pollination of two separate movies, one 
a crime melodrama and the another a sexploitation 
venture, both with strong film noir overtones. 
Satan’s Bed uses the Findlay-Amero sexploitation 
movie as a comment on and constant threat to 
puncture the crime melodrama, creating a continuous 
artificially created suspense usually achieved by 
avant-garde cinema. The tension generated by two 
movies competing for the viewer’s shifting attention 
in a Chelsea Girls like manner through the Ameros’ 
artful editing instead of split screen. 


The sexploitation movie opens Satan’s Bed, 
introducing us to the antagonist trio of Snake, Dip 
and Angel. This degenerate troika is a template for 
the sexually depraved criminal gang of two men and 
an equally ruthless female, later popularized by Last 
House on the Left. Here, they’re highly theatrical 
exaggerations Times Square role-players. Angel is 
an aggressive gal in the classic Findlay-Amero 
tradition, complete with dark shades and an unkempt 
semi-beehive hair bun. Snake is a thin, black clad 
leatherboy. Dip’s a squareheaded, balding 
muscleman, a progenitor to Dave “Mr. Big Top” 
Ruby of innumerable hardcore films (see METASEX 
#2 for “Underneath the Big Top”). 


Mike Findlay and. 


The three awake after a stoned orgy in a 
messy room, complete with drug paraphernalia like 
syringes and empty bottles of liquor. Their get-high 
leftovers are presented in the fetishistic drugs equal 
sexual abandon manner of 1930s roadshow movies 
like Marijuana-The Devil’s Weed. Snake cuts a 
woman’s bra in two with a switchblade and puts half 
of it on Dip’s face. Dip jestingly uses it like a 
pirate’s eyepatch. Sexual innuendo between the two 
men is obvious, demonstrating a violent 
ambisexuality. They talk about scoring their next fix, 
which has become increasingly expensive, and 
mention that they have to seek out a certain pusher 
with the best junk. 


The three shoot a little pool and the credits 
roll to a sequence of an underwear clad “Anna Riva” 
(Roberta Findlay) tied spread eagle to a pool table. 
Cut to the Yoko movie, which is heralded by a quote 
from Seneca: “Find a city. A jungle found” which 
presents quick flashcard views of New York City, 
especially the garment district. The city looks 
congested, but not the armpit of Manhattan is today. 
The urban vistas recall the B-movies of the 1930s and 
1940s. 


The narrative framework is then constructed. 
An immigration agent Paul waits for his Japanese 


-bride Ito (Yoko) by the West Side Highway. He’s 


also in the narcotics racket. Now that he’s getting 
married, Paul wants to quit the business. But his boss 
Lou (Val Avery, the heavy of innumerable crime 
movies) pressures him to keep selling. After an 
argument, he offers to give the couple a lift to their 
hotel. 


The hotel is one of those second-class joints 
in the West 30s around the garment district. So 
familiar to New Yorkers who recall those old late 
night TV spots for hotels like the Seville and the 
Collingwood that were prevalent in the late 1960s 
through mid 1970s. The greaser desk clerk obviously 
works for Lou and keeps a close fisheye on Ito. Paul 
goes out to “take care of some business,” leaving Ito 
alone in the room. As portrayed by the young Yoko, 
Ito is a complete passive Nipponese stereotype: she 
wears a kimono, speaks no English and even moves 
her mattress on the floor. 


Intercut are Snake, Dip and Angel 
desperately seeking Tony for their junk supply. The 
desk clerk instructs Ito to get in a cab. In typical bit 
of New Yawk nastiness, the driver says where she’s 
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going is only a block down the street. He takes her 
anyway, and noting that she doesn’t. understand the 


currency, helps himself to a generous tip. Ito is led 


up to shabby tenement that houses a whorehouse. 
After she’s sequestered in a room, the desk clerk 
helps himself to her considerable cash. Lou turns up, 
malevolently saying, “you don’t understand a damn 
thing I’m sayin”” before raping her offscreen. 


Paul turns up at the tenement to look for Ito, 
but it’s too late. Lou has already e her out. 
Another dishonest 
someone and demands a substantial bribe to keep his 
mouth shut. 








The barallel st sory of Snake, Dip and Angel 
intrudes through editing. The three junkies hear of 
Ito’s location. They find time to do a B&E and rape 
number on a woman in a garden apartment before 
hearing Ito’s being transported out of the city. They 
turn up at some residential house and murder some 
floozy for her car. 


Lou scoops up Ito from the shabby 
apartment and brings her to a high rise, where he 
menacingly tells her that the only way she”1l escape is 
by leaping to her death. A picture of a morbid 
mammasan looms on the wall. Ito looks to it for 
inspiration. 


Snake, Dip and Angel make it to an isolated 
Long Island house, where Cathy, a busty blonde in 
the best Findlay tradition resides. They mistake 
Cathy for Ito and strip her down to her industrial 
strength 1950s underwear. A mad chase ensues. 
Angel strips out of her shoes and shirt (leaving on her 


black bra) and catfights in the swimming pool. Cathy . 


flees, but is cornered by Angel in the forest. She 
offers Angel to do “whatever you want so long as 
you don’t let them hurt me.” Angel is too ecstatic to 
notice that Cathy has pried away her gun. She shoots 
all three of them dead, Dip falling face down in the 
pool. 


Ito manages to escape by preparing a 
traditional Japanese meal for Lou and getting him 
drunk. When he’s passed out, she’s flees the high 
rise. Lou dashes down the streets of Chinatown after 
Ito, who’s wearing her traditional Japanese robe. The 
startled bystanders look unaware of the filming, and 
seem left wondering if some Oriental lady is escaping 
from some basement white slave den. Satan’s Bed 
concludes as Ito in mid flight is struck dead by a 
passing car. 
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John Amero has said to SLEAZOID 


i EXPRESS that Satan’s Bed is a terrible movie, a 


quickie that came together in the editing room, but 
he’s far underestimating the impact of the film. Each ' 
one of its two disparate plots has their merits, living 
up to the “exploitation noir” style that the Findlays 
and Ameros had created. Both the story of the three 
junkies and the plight of Ito have a melodramatic 
nihilism that engrosses the viewer, magnified by the 
synthetic tension achieved by cross cutting between 
the two narratives. The movie is rich in New York 
atmosphere, from its Yoko-eye view of Manhattan as 
a concrete jungle. to the realistically dishonest 
cabbies. The plot about the three junkies delivers the 
sex-sadism-violence quotient. The film offers 
superb, gritty black and white camerawork. 


The storyline revolving around Yoko works 
both as a B-movie, with a brilliantly thuggish 
performance by Val Avery. But it has a considerable 
autobiographical element. It gives Yoko’s shorthand 
view of being a fish out of water in an alien urban 
culture, and seems a meditation on her first marriage 
to the skuzzy drug dealing Anthony Cox, who later 
kidnapped the daughter they had. Sometimes pulp 
fiction can express what people prefer not to discuss 
in factual autobiographies. 


Satan’s Bed is a look for both Findlay- 
Amero completists and Yoko obsessives. It’s 
available both on DVD and VHS from Something 


Weird Video on a solid sexploitation triple bill. 


There’s early Ron Sullivan production, Scare Their 
Pants Off that features hypnosis in beatnik coffee 
shops. and some shenanigans with pseudo-Nazi 
outfits. Ron himself appears wearing a joke store 
influenced horror mask, and he’s only recognizable 
by his small Marine Corps tattoo 


The third feature, Hot Skin and Cold Cash 
is a Barry Mahon effort about a hooker turning tricks 
to support her old man who’s in jail, down to making 
it with his lawyer to pay to legal fees. The requisite 
softcore sex scenes are there, as well as Mahon’s 
shoestring technical ability, with clear, black and 
white crisp photography. The film has a unique 
female perspective, as she encounters sexually 
fetishistic johns that are outsiders from society’s 
norm, from a beatnik who pours milk on her breasts 
to an encounter with a priest — yet all too convincing 
in that way of Genet’s The Balcony. For a change, 
she’s an intelligent protagonist who is a professional 
at her job, a brassy but presentable blonde, who has 
both accumulated both learned and instinctive 
knowledge about the sexual habits of men. The 
sexual fumbling and inadequacy of most of the 


heroine’s clients provide a running contrast between 
the heroine’s sexual polish. Hot Skin and Cold Cash 
meditates on society considering its heroine’s actions 
a crime, but they can also be interpreted as personal 
services and even goodwill gestures. The movie 
demonstrates that Mahon had talent, and was being 
very modest when describing his sexploitation 
features as “Model T” filmmaking. 


WHO KILLED TEDDY BEAR 
(1965) Director: Joseph Cates 





Who Killed Teddy Bear is amazing. 
Directed by Phoebe Cates’ late dad, Joseph, it’s has 
the black and white grittiness of a Naked City 
episode and the extreme sexual content of the 
Findlay-Amero sexploitation films. It mixes the 
professionalism of early TV shows and name actors 
with the lurid shocks of the best exploitation movies. 


The shocks start before the title sequence. A 
little girl holding a stuffed animal is witness to a 
primal scene that is later revealed to even more 
twisted than one can imagine. The credits roll to the 
sleazy lounge title song. And the title of the film 
comes on at the end of the credits, just as it’s sung. 


Cut to a scene of a faceless narcissist 
admiring himself before a mirror in a darkened 
bedroom. It’s very reminiscent of Stan Brakhage’s 
underground classic meditation on masturbation, 
Flesh of Morning. The dresser before the mirror is 
littered with pornographic paperbacks. The faceless 


man begins making an obscene phone call to Norah 
(Juliet Prowse) who tells him to sober up. He’s 
masturbating in shadow as he dirty talks. 


Cut to a busy but cheap discotheque on the 
upper reaches of Times Square bordering Hell’s 
Kitchen. The music is standard mid-1960s dance- 
pop supplied by Bob Gaudio when he was producing 
the Buckinghams. The joint is run by the tough as 
nails broad Billie (Elaine Stritch). Norah’s one of her 
employees, an aspiring actress/dancer with a few TV 
spots to her credit. The busboy is Lawrence (Sal 
Mineo), who seems painfully shy. You know he’s 
the culprit from the get-go but the whys and 
wherefores provide the shocks in the movies. 





awrence (Sal Mineo) 
plays “shy” with Norah (Juliette Prowse) 


Billie’s bouncer ends up getting in an 
alleyway brawl with an unruly customer who he kills 
in self-defense, bringing the whole staff to the 
stationhouse where they meet Detective Madden (Jan 
Murray). Norah complains about the calls and 
Detective Madden takes a personal interest in the 
case. 


At first one suspects that Detective Madden 
could be the caller, if by fact that his constant contact 
with sexual deviants has rubbed off. But this 
impression is dispelled when he explains that his wife 
was murdered in an alleyway and the killer, who was 
never found, had his necrophiliac way with her body. 
So he’s dedicated his life to analyzing perverts. His 
cramped apartment is filled with Kraft-Ebbing like 
psychology books on the subject which he studies as 
he makes audiotapes recording studying the 
cavalcade of perversions. Cut to his little daughter 
overhearing dad’s tapes. Madden’s revenge driven 
dedication to nabbing deviates has clearly eaten into 
his home life. 


Eventually they all run into Lawrence and 
his sister at the Central Park zoo. Detective Madden 
has a funny feeling, and by the time Lawrence is back 
at his apartment he’s slapping his sister around and 
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calling her a whore. The broken teddy bear is 
superficially her object of angst and he bellows out in 
a frenzy that teddy bear's dead and can't be fixed. 
Much like himself. 





a IA 
Lawrence and his sister: “You whore!” 





Flashback to what caused some of 
Lawrence’s sexual hang-ups. He was fucking his 
mother while his sister walked in. -A primal scene to 
end “em all, indeed. She then rolls down a flight of 
stairs, causing both physical and mental shock to her 
mind, leaving her in a state of perpetual infantalism 
and dependent on her brother. 


In a scene similar to The Boston Strangler, 
Madden rounds up a bunch of pervs, some of whom 
condescendingly say he’s got the wrong one because 
the kink he’s describing isn’t theirs. His colleague 
accuses him of being around them so long he’s 
turning just into one. 


Eventually Lawrence stalks the grizzled 
nightclub owner, thinking she’s Norah because she’s 
borrowed Norah’s coat. He rapes and murders her in 
a deserted Hell’s Kitchen street, recalling the Kitty 
Genovese case of the time. No witnesses, if there 
were any, would want to get involved. 


Lawrence then goes on a nighttime prowl of 
Times Square, which is one of the film’s most 
amazing highlights. It’s a combination of pre-Taxi 
Driver depiction of the ‘sexual loner roaming 
Manhattan’s tenderloin and the black and white neon 
landscape of the Findlay-Amero films. The World 
adult theater catches his eye, he pays the cashier and 
passes through the turnstile, a unique fixture at Times 
Square adult theaters. Even during Mr. Sleazoid’s 
days managing Avon Theaters like the Doll during 
the early 1980s, the turnstile kept count of admissions 
instead of physical tickets. He then scopes dirty 
bookstore windows, stopping off at one. Last Exit to 
Brooklyn, share space with Naked Lunch, Marvin 
Miller bootlegs of Henry Miller books, and a host of 
1960s raunchy girlie books. The scene is shot semi- 
documentary, with no dialogue, just appropriate jazz 
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music for accompaniment, and gives one of the best 
nighttime view of the area sinçe Mr. Sleazoid first set 
eyes on the Deuce as an impressionable kid in the 
mid-1960s. 


Eventually Lawrence corners Norah alone in 
the disco and plays the shy sympathy card, as 
manipulative as Ted Bundy asking some college girl 
to help carry his books as his arm is in a phony cast. 
Meanwhile, Detective Madden discovers Lawrence’s 
sister cowering in the apartment closet, and gets her 
to reveal his whereabouts. © — 


At the disco, Nora teaches: Lawrence. the 
frug, he gets sweatier and sweatier, and he finally 
snaps and rapes her in a very realistic: manner. 
Detective Madden arrives too late, slaps the shit out 


| of Lawrence, who books for the streets. The movie 


ends with Lawrence getting shot:down by police cars 
in front of Duffy Square on 47" and Broadway, 
opposite where the Doll Theater used to be. 


It’s amazing that Who Killed Teddy Bear 
got released in regular theaters at the time. A key to 
its broad distribution is that the Naify family 
produced the film and they were the owners of the 
United Artists Theater Chain in California. It was a 
successful strike against the repressive MPAA. The 
Naifys have always been supportive of exploitation 
film. They own the Yerba Buena Center for the Arts 
in San Francisco and where the first major Sleazoid 


-Express film festival in years took place in 1999. 


A remarkable aspect of the film is its real 
locations. The low budget works for the film. Actual 
apartments are used instead of sets, the true 
underbelly of the theater district and Hell’s Kitchen 
nearby it is preserved in crisp-black and white. 
Times Square is realistically depicted, with its 
threadbare discothéque, as a New York source of 
cheap entertainment — sexual and otherwise. 
Lawrence’s final creepy-crawl through the fleshpots 
of the tenderloin has a cinema-verite feel, and is both 
audacious and innovative for such a widely seen film. 


The casting is perfect, with Sal doing an 
excellent method acting job as Lawrence. Although 
he was rightfully proud of playing the first gay 
teenager in Rebel Without a Cause, Sal wanted to 
branch out into more offbeat roles and did so with 
great success in Who Killed Teddy Bear. Sal later 
expanded his horizons into such shocking theater as 
the prison sexual power play, with Sal himself 
playing the terroristic rapist Rocky and a young Don 
Johnson as the fresh meat. His tragic and typically 
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Woodward: is clearly not as knowledgeable 
about film history as he is about the dirty deeds of 
mmeh a e Nixon ma his staff. _Avildsen can be very. 





comes to cases about Avildsen’ S pde for comedy, 
Woodward failed to mention is that Avildsen directed 
two of the hippie into freak era sex satires, Guess 
What We Learned in School Today (reviewed by us 
in Worldly Remains magazine) and Cry Uncle. 





Cry Uncle has always been one of Mr. 
Sleazoid’s favorite movies. ‘It originally opened in 
wild 1971, the year that saw Ginger and other films 
that were ititended for adult audiences; used a self-X 
tag, but managed to play a wide number of theaters: 
Not only in the Times Square ‘area, but throughout 
the boroughs. They were the kind of risqué movies 
that you'd be in middle ‘school where ‘the ad 
campaign would just grab you. They were the type 
of movies parents would go out on a date and leave 
their kids with a sitter, or, if they were old enough, let 
them wander around as latchkey kids. An oral legend 
would be generated, as you’d hear graphic 
secondhand descriptions of it from kids who 
eavesdropped on their parents discussing the films. 


Lee Hessel’s trailblazing Cambist Films, 
responsible for such hits as Vampyres-Daughters of 
Dracula and Ilsa She Wolf of the SS originally 
released Cry Uncle. A few years later it turned up on 
the midnight movie circuit. In 1975, Mr. Sleazoid 
was fortunate enough to see the only uncut hardcore 
version of the film to actually be screened at the 






issed Elgin Theaer in Chelsea, home to El 
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e, that was a startling loop 

a film, was trimmed but intelligently enough 
y hat sex acts are occurring. 

















made between the freak era 
turn towards Hollywood 
the dislikable protagonist 
in Save the Tiger. Save 
e to some of Avildsen's 
n has his meeting with his 


other movie that went very 
; , more than you even realize while 
watching it. Jack Masters (played with classic 
aplomb by Allen Garfield) is a fat, slobbering private 
e, sleazy but with a basically good heart. Jake is 
introduced fucking his girlfriend Renee before she 
leaves for a cruise. “:Oh you're mother would love 
that,” he comments exhaustedly when she suggests 
they leave together on a vacation. Jake, always keeps 
his hat on during sex in case a client calls. Sure 
enough, he gets a ring for a very important case and 
wishes his beloved Renee a good time. To finish 
herself off, she brandishes a red white and blue dildo, 
in what is a running anti-Vietnam era sexual humor 
that permeates the movie. 











Bare buttocks and a portly gumshoe who's lost his pants: 
The original poster for Cry Uncle, once about $5 and now 
going for around $35 at movieoods 


Jake meets up with his nephew (Devin 
Goldenberg) to work on the case of wealthy, 
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bewigged pervert Jason Dominick who is being 
blackmailed by people who know about his kink of 
appearing in his private stag movies. One participant 
ends up dead, and a blackmailer tries to pin the blame 
on Dominick to sell him an alibi. Jake and his 
nephew meet on Dominick’s private boat. They hook 
up with Jason’s seen it all Miami Beach moll. Cora 
Merrill (Madeline Le Roux, who was acting off 
Broadway at the time in The Filthiest Show in 
Town). Cora matter of fact states to Jake that they”1l 
never send a millionaire to death row (later proved by 
cases like John Dupont and OJ Simpson). 


Jason Dominic is discovered with a copy of 
Screw in his lap. “Cora, you look good enough to 
eat!” he exclaims. She brushes him off with, “you'll 
have to take your dentures out first.” 


Everyone watches the stag film. It’s Jason 
with three hookers. The hardcore version features 
him fucking them from each end — mouth, cock, and 
with a dildo up his ass. “Is that fucking or getting 
fucked, Uncle Jake” questions his nephew. Jason just 
shrugs, “well, they got me drunk.” He has 
Department of Defense contracts and shudders to 
think if the footage ever leaked out. Jake’s nephew — 
Young Hot Pants as the sexually desperate Jason 
calls him — extracts a frame and reassures the old 
geezer by scratching his face out, so only the 
women’s are visible. “Hey, some people can 
recognize me from that other thing too, better get rid 
of that,’ Dominick snickers, so Jake’s nephew 
scratches out Dominick’s genitals from the frame. 


After leaving his nephew on the Brooklyn 
waterfront (with the twin towers under construction 
sadly visible in the distance), Jake takes Cora back to 
his Murray Hill bachelor pad. Of course, he tries to 
fuck her. Jake’s a schmuck, but one thing we never 
lose track of is his humanity. “7 am a great lay!” he 
says in the altogether to Cora, who said she’s staying 
with him strictly to work effectively on the case. 


The odyssey to find Jason’s blackmailer 
leads to one seedy sequence after another. There’s 
the weekly hotel, the Seville, where Mr. Sleazoid 
once fled a potential room in horror. Jake Masters 
greets the desk clerk, with “...Pm Jake Masters, 
Private Eye.” “Big deal, I’m Burl Ives,” is the clerk’s 
nonplussed reply. After greasing the guy’s palm, 
Jake finds the room of hillbilly legbreaker who 
Dominic suspects have information on the 
blackmailer. Bad country music posters of his one 
night barroom gigs adorn his shabby SRO. Cora puts 
on a British accent, announcing, “Chambermaid.” 


When their prey sees Jake, he rushes in as “the 
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mattress man.” The guy extends a vaseline dripping 
hand to Jake after they surprise him reading stroke, 
books, and names a Larry Caulk his a victim under 
Dominick’s contract. “So I broke his legs... the guy 
would have killed me... he’s a fuckin green beret!” 
The hicks lips get loose after Cora shoots him 
towards his balls, claiming Larry is her lost husband, 
and demanding “where’s my fuckin’ husband!” And. 
for good measure, she shoots his guitar. 


Even Jake is a little intimidated at Cora’s 
ruthless methodology. As they part in Central Park, 
he tells her in a typical early 70s touch, “Don’t get 
mugged.” Next stop for Jake is 49% Street and 7" 
Avenue, where he picks up a black streetwalker 
named Olga Winter (Debbi Morgan, later a soap 
star). The movie doesn’t flinch at realism, down to 
the streetcorner where the sex transaction occurs, the 
shabby by the hour hotel room, and Olga’s statement, 
“step up to the peter pan, big boy” — a typical hooker 
way for checking to see if a john has pus from clap. 
Jake says he wants to do something a little kinky like 
Rosemary’s Baby. She responds with mock 
seriousness that it was a “scary” movie and plays into 
his kink. He ties her to the bed and begins asking 
about the other women in the stag films. As Jake 
mounts her furiously, he bellows, “I’m not going to 
stop till I get to the bottom of this!” 


While she shuns Jake sexually, Cora takes 
an interest in his young nephew. They get it on after 


smoking a joint together to the national anthem that 


used to end TV programming in New York. 


The next misadventure finds Jack and his 
nephew looking for the women in a motel in Long 
Island. Aviildsen’s production manager and later 
Troma head Lloyd Kaufman does a hilarious turn as 
one of the hippies tripping their brains out in a 
neighboring room. One of the hippies repeats the 
sexual tableaux he’s witnessing — “I just saw some 
naked gal grab this dude by his joint!” His pals 
reassure him, “it just the third hour...” 


Jake runs into two of the hookers from the 
stag movie. They drag him cock first into their room, 
saying, “We need a lucky Pierre.” And indeed Jake 
is. One gal shoots junk, and the other one wants just 
to go “up” with coke.” They try sexually arousing 


_ Jake for information. In busts Larry Caulk, the ex- 


green beret that Dominic had his goon beat up. He’s 
piping the girls. He tries some electric water torture 
with Jake, but he’s either a phony vet or too speedied 
out to get things right — the voltage is pathetically 
low and Caulk forgets to plug it in. During the 
melee, Jake’s nephew gets chloroformed. In yet 


another room in this down at the heels Long I 
lover’s motel is a hustler dressed in army fatigues 
Dean Tea, familiar from Both ee md. The 





thinks fast ad rows out, 





care 





put his Tr in a Y position y getting 
chloroformed. Surprised cheaters flee. The hustler 
takes off in the old man’s Caddy, leaving the geezer 


stranded there i in drag. 


The next morning j ake and Cora actually get 
it on. He makes her bad organic eggs. On the tube, 


| there’s a picture of the geezer — he was a senator who 


claimed to have escaped an assassination attempt 
through his “deep religious faith”. Jake later 
discovers his nephew in bed with Cora, something 


highly disconcerting and embarrassing to both men. 


Jake tracks the hookers down to the 
Kenmore Hotel. Located on 23™ Street between 3" 
and Lexington, it has always been a nefarious 
Manhattan flophouse. Mr. Sleazoid once stopped by 


it when he lived in the sprightly neighboring George: 


Washington Hotel in 1980 that attracted many 
visiting musicians and cost at least $100 a week. The 
Kenmore offered a $50 a week deal with a bathroom 
in the hall. It had a pool filled with dirty stagnant 
water in the basement surrounded by player types 
who looked like they stepped out of Taxi Driver. 
The. Kenmore’s landlord, who arrived from Vietnam 
with a suitcase of gold after fleeing the fall of Siagon, 
later became one of New York’s worst slumlords, 
even going as far as to murder an elderly resident. 


In this grotesquely historic locale, Jake gets 
shot at by one of the hookers. He finds the junkie 
nodded out complete with burnt spoon and works on 
the shabby wooden table next to her bed. ‘Jake’s 
internal monologue says how he’s sorry she sleeps 


the day away. Then it’s “make a wish” and he : 


spreads her legs, doing it wishbone style. Until she 
head rolls back and she’s obviously dead. 








jad black detective offers the advice, “Jake, one 


iss and the c old man a tells 


iders the geezer, “all they 


By now, the police are aware that Jake is in 





thing we learned in the academy is don’t fuck them if 
they’ re not moving. oe 


The. police ha Jake’s apartment. Jake 
knows it was Cora doing the shootout in Long Island 
because - she Says she saw “The Bride of 
TV — but he knows it was 
admits to doing all the girls in. Jake 
pity on the little black streetwalker, 
j tter of seu says they would 












at Jake, forces him t to his knees and says “the minute 
I get bored Jake...” And Jake is petrified. He’s not 
the type of guy who does windows. The keystone 
kops, who have wired the wrong set of the wall, 
manage to bust in and save Jake’s tubby ass at just 
the right second, shooting Cora dead. 


Jake and his nephew meet for a drink at the 
old fashioned’ bar in Chelsea near the Elgin Theater 
on 8" Avenue. He’s surprised that his gentle pothead 
nephew is drinking instead of smoking weed. The 
kid got a heartbreaking life lesson from Cora. At 


* first, Jake tries to cheer him up by telling him that she 


said she really liked him — but then admits both he 
and Jake were dupes for her, who was much more 


. savvy and ruthless than she even appeared. 


Jake’s girl Renee arrives home from the 
cruise. They bed down together. She asks him one 
thing — “Jake, do you mind taking your hat off.” 


“For you baby, anything...” 


As they fuck, there’s pan above to Cambist 
(the film’s ‘distributor) University award on the wall 
saying that made the most effort as school athlete. 
It’s a technique Troma later mimicked in their 
productions, with “Troma U.” 


Cry Uncle is one of the perfect New York 
movies. Taking off from raunchy detective pulp 
fiction like the sexually oriented Coxeman series that 
was so popular at Air Force base flight terminals, 
Cry Uncle gives a panoramic view of 1971 
Manhattan’s sleazoid underbelly — shabby weekly 
hotels, known corners where streetwalkers plied their 
trade, areas like Chelsea before they became 
gentrified. Jokes like fucking to the national anthem 
after a smoking a joint and the red white and blue 
dildo make Cry Uncle a true product of the freak era. 
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The movie’s references to hardcore pornography and 
its depiction of drug use (most of the characters are 
on either junk or speed and cocaine is shown gaining 
popularity over speed) demonstrate that Avildsen had 
his finger on hippie to freak era subcultural changes. 
And the necro joke was — and still is — a shocker for 
such a widely seen movie. 


Avildsen is fearless in his approach to the 
raunchy. material and demonstrates how you can 
make a low budget movie with a great deal of style 
and skill. Avildsen demonstrates a sense of great 
offbeat casting,, and the ensemble acting is excellent. 
As Jake Masters, Allen Garfield is the ultimate 
shameless shamus. Bruce Pecheur who played the 
voyeuristic husband in Andy Warhol’s Trash; the 
“realies” from the stag movie which pre-date: Paul 
Schader’s use of them .in. Hardcore by a decade; 
Dean Tait of the nude theatrical revue Let My People 
Come and various X-rated roles is perfect as the 
miffed hustler.. Madeline Le Roux, who had a 
raunchy off-Broadway background at the time, gives 
a wonderful star turn as the ruthless Cora Merrill. 


Cry Uncle is really Allen Garfield’s movie. 
His Jake Masters epitomizes the Screw reader of the 
time, taking the Al Goldstein approach traveling 
through New York’s fleshpots. Although not 
conventionally handsome, he’s got an active sex life, 
both with his loving girlfriend and the various sleazy 
women he encounters. Jake’s a schmuck, but he’s 
basically a good hearted one with morals (that 
sometimes get a little twisted) and Garfield never lets 
us loose sight of his humanity. And it took courage 
for 300 pound actor Garfield to appear full frontally 
nude. 


The normally stodgy late faggot film critic 
of The New York Times, Vincent Canby, actually 
gave Cry Uncle a reasonably favorable review. That 
didn’t stop the letter section from attacking him, 
especially one prude who took umbrage at the 
necrophiliac sex scene, one of the first in American 
movies. 


When Cambist closed up shop, Cry Uncle 
fell into the distribution hands of Troma. Like Sweet 
Savior and their other acquisitions, it’s better than 
their own productions. And Cry Uncle is multiple 
scoop exploitation sundae topped in fudge — a 
hilarious movie, a time piece of New York, a movie 
that pushed the buttons on of sexuality in the cinema 
and a brilliantly executed piece of low budget 
filmmaking. If anything, it proves that Avildsen had 
more of a sense of humor than anyone imagined. 





THE RENTED EYES 
(1985) Director: Bobby Spector 


This startling. movie .is the only known 
directorial effort by. porn actor Bobby Spector, who 
shot in on the fly over a weekend. It.had a brief run 
and became a regular on the triple bills of the Venus 
Theater located on the 8% Avenue Strip even as its. 
cast members and director-star were still working the 
Times Square circuit. 


` The Rented Eyes depicts the sexual realities 
and situations of the Times Square Area with cast 
members utilized in a Warholian manner as life 
actors. Bobby Spector stars essentially as himself, a 
porn actor who also works at an adult theater. It’s 
been a long shift, he’s a junkie and is coming off a 
jag. It’s a Sunday night, the weird last night of the 
weekend with the leftovers of the sexual spent forces 
of the red light district spilling out onto 8% Avenue. 


DEBBIE DOES DALLAS 


Die 


DAUGHTERS. 


The Doll Theater: 
Bobby, Willie and Carrie ’s favorite joint to work 


As Bobby leaves work he runs into his 
friend Willie who runs the Satin Ballroom “dime a 
dance” hooker joint. Willie is a dapper older black 
gent, but he’s been on a coke run, too, which has put 
a strain on bis normally even-tempered affluent 
appearance. Willie’s with Carrie, the vivacious 
Puerto Rican live show gal. Since they’ve met, 
Bobby’s always had eyes for Carrie since they first 
shared a joint, but has never played it out with her 
professionally. Now Carrie is between partners and a 
little run down. 


Sitting in an adult theater cashbox, Bobby 
snorts a bag of cocaine to keep going and smokes a 
joint. This combination of drugs interacting with the 
small amount of weak heroin leftover in his system 
from the night before puts him a slightly dreamy ` 


state. He left his set old set of works home and — 


knows that anyone around 9% cdo at this = 
would be selling used diab 


dyed in the wool needle freak he under. Ke ; 
1 to be more convenient and. 


circum: tances 
p his nose right i in the cashbox 





Over on Eighth Avenue at daybreak... 


This troika ends up standing in front of a 
fleabag hotel with a makeshift “love club” which is 
little more than a few tables in the darkness on one 
floor. A dumb hustler type lingers in front of it. 
Some idiotic tourists walk by saying “how charming, 
this is what they used to call ‘the Latin Quarter’ in 
Manhattan!” 


Bobby, Willie and Carrie climb the stairs to 
the makeshift swing club where they hole out at one 
of the tables and have a threesome. Then other 
customers are seen in the darkness and act 
progressively menacing. The dumb hustler first seen 






gering downstairs with greasy dirty blonde bangs 


a is with his new wife. Bobby and Willie snicker that 


ast it's biological female and not some sort of 
drag queen or freakish sex change. Suddenly, the 
hustler tries to attack the three protagonists. There’s 
a butter knife obviously hanging out his dirty 
sneaker, Willie has to grab him in a bouncer’s hold 
and the dumb kid leaves, frightened. 





Ol enced swinger gives an 
unappealing performance with his equally grizzled 
wife. She gives a professional cocksucking display 

6 the dick is attached to you 
k is that the husband has 
the bad manners to go off on our protagonists, too, 
becoming ‘sexually threatening, demanding and 
disgusting at once. Carrie is shocked, Bobby is 
exasperated and Willie’s nerves are just shot. It’s the 
straw that breaks the camel’s back with them. Willie 
puts the husband in a chokehold and Bobby removes 
the guy’s fake glasses, which he had employed as a 
prop to look harmless. (The pair of glasses under 
lurid lettering ironically provided the original poster 
for the film). Willie and Bobby punch him out 
brutally. The protagonists depart the hotel as day 
breaks. 














The Rented Eyes is like The Big Man in 
that the sex may seem antierotic because it’s all too 
human. The movie hits on certain primal sexual 
themes that arise in the tenderloin. A group scene 
with a couple involving live show workers with the 
inherent metasexual, anything goes attitude. The 
“wedding night nerves” of the hustler. The brutal 
intrusion by people who appear middle class and 
innocuous. They're the predatory types in the 
tenderloin. Ostensibly they “just want to swing” but 
are viewing the denizens as dinge to be discarded like 
a used rubber, and can show up on a red light 
worker’s radar as more than just repugnant, but 
unpredictable and pathologically dangerous. 


The Rented Eyes is an authentic slice of 
Times Square life. It’s not pretty but it’s erotic at 
times in a completely real way and addresses the 
violence that occurs in the sexual situations in the 
tenderloin with as much realism as the sexual 
situations it vividly depicts. It’s one fuck movie you 
remember the fistfights in it more than the sex. The 
Rented Eyes is one of the few films that is 
thoroughly convincing in its depiction of the dangers 
drug addled sex workers face on a daily basis. 
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THEY CALLED HIM WILLIAMS 


THE STORY OF A TIMES SQUARE HAITIAN 
By Bill Landis and Michelle Clifford 


A onetime survivalist acquaintance of mine, 
John Friday had a passion for subscribing to obscure 
privately printed right wing white supremacist 
publications with titles like Thunderbolt and 
Instauraction. Instauraction had a semi-official, 
pedestrian, look to it like a company newsletter. 


One of Instauraction’s running jokes was to 
laud. black separatists like Marcus Garvey, saying 
that they should have been allowed to return to Africa 
as a favor to themselves and all America. One article 
focused on Franz Fanon. Fanon was a psychiatrist 
born in the French Caribbean colony of Martinique. 
He was. a strongly anti-imperialist, anti-colonial 
writer, the darling of many 1960s radicals and 
armchair revolutionaries. Fanon shrank heads during 
the Algerian civil war, got involved with supporting 
the independence movement, then fled to Tunisia and 
finally and most inexplicably to Washington, D.C 
where he died of leukemia. You would not think 
Washington, D.C. would be the friendliest town to an 
internationally known renown radical. 


Dr. Fanon wrote two books that were lauded 
by Instauraction, Black Masks White Skin and The 
Wretched of the Earth. Instauraction had its own 
special interpretation of the latter book’s cry for 
violent revolution. His theory was that third world 
people were incapable of governing themselves 
having been colonialized so long. Any attempt to 
govern themselves would be reduced to chaotic 
incoherence because they were never taught how. 
And the bottom line of The Wretched of the Earth in 
Instauraction's eyes was that people of color were 
ignorant, unsanitary and plain stupid. 


Most stereotypes hold grains of truth. My 
first encounter with a Haitian was an unnervingly 
bloody one. An out of control drunk and wrecked 
patois accented mess of a Hatian floated in the deadly 
Night Shift Theater at 3 AM looking for sex or 
someplace to pass out. He was hopeful to get both. 
At the time, I was the midnight to 8 am projectionist. 
The Night Shift was a 24 hour theater. You entered 
through an elevator off the street. It was one of the 
Deuce’s worst hellholes. The elevator made clear you 
were going nowhere good. I was sitting with the 
cashier, Michael, an effete preppie. The Haitian 
barged in and instantly became mouthy, and arrogant, 
traits that usually lean toward violence. Michael, 
despite his delicate appearance, was not one to suffer 


a fool or be the victim of an outburst.. The Haitian 
tried to lunge behind the counter that sold guidebooks 
and sex toys that was the buffer between the cashier 
and the customer, the line patrons could literally not 
pass in the theater. Michael was angry and 
panicked, grabbing a hidden tire iron and smashed 
the Haitian with all his might. 


Startingly, the: Haitian only said a wan 
“owww”. but otherwise showed no reaction. . He 
didn’t care. He started bleeding. Michael and I 
thought Haitian with AIDS! The few regulars and 
the staff witnessing this:spectacle ran away from him. 
The Haitian disgruntledly mumbled how he would 
tell everyone he knew not to go to the Night Shift. 
He weaved to the elevator, waving at it as if it were a 
taxi as he shot everyone dirty looks and fish eyes, 
blending back into the 4 am Deuce sidewalk flotsam, 
never to be seen again. A turd flushed away. 


One Haitian mess that gripped the bowl, 
refusing flush, was the man known only as Williams. 


Shortly after this incident in late 1982 I 
escaped the fetid indie projectionist milieu of the 
Night Shift to the bigger established Avon Chain of 
theaters. The Avon theaters encompassed the Avon 
7, the Doll, and the Bryant. The Bryant was a big 
grindhouse theater right on 42™ Street between 6 
and 7" Avenues. The Bryant held the Avon business 
office above it. I did a stint there as a projectionist 
and cashier which built up my chops before I was 
given my own theater to run. The projection booth 
was big ship’s porthole affair, with two 16mm 
projectors on stands big enough to hold 35mm. It 
was cluttered, filled with a thrift shop worth of 
peoples’ clothing, chairs, containers of film and old 
junk. 






The Bryant Theater | 


RRQ A ROSANA ee mn mn 


A black guy named Cahill was the union 
projectionist. Although he only worked Sundays, his 
name was on the roster for payola union purposes all 
week while guys like me actually worked the 
machines. The projection room was a hangout for 
assorted characters that had some kind of gig with 
Avon. A Puerto Rican goofball thief with a huge 
Afro nicknamed Jumbo; the live sex show teams that 
would appear every hour and a half used it as a 
changing room; Avon director Phil Price dreaming up 
new films to make, with his creepy old junkie 
boyfriend and partner in crime, Pat Rogers nodding 
to everything he said. George, a black guy from 
West Harlem, and his lover Ronnie, a Puerto Rican 
fellow from East Harlem, were cashiers. Ronnie 
worked at the phone company, which had a building 
next door to the theater. Ernesto was a retiring 
Cuban projectionist who wore a ten gallon hat. I met 
my best friend there, Willie who was doing a temp 
stint as projectionist and semi bouncer on the 5pm to 
lam shift. 


The sour cherry on the top of this flat 42% 
Street frappe was Williams. A true piece of The 
Wretched of the Earth, Williams had a face like a 
scowling voodoo doll, a bit like Flip Wilson mixed 
with Nipsy Russell but with no comedy aptitude 
whatsoever. Williams’ act, and ultimately his 
undoing at the theaters was to demand to be taken 
deadly seriously. 


By the fact he had made it to New York in 
and of itself, Williams felt like a rocket scientist. 
What he did back in his native country had been 
either seedy or pedestrian. Williams was mysterious 
and shady. Nobody knew what he did to get out of 
Haiti and how he didn’t crumble from culture shock 
after hitting the concrete jungle. 


Williams became known to the staff of the 
Bryant because of his constant presence in the 
projection booth. The theater would be opened in the 
early morning and there would be Williams in a deep 
drooling sleep. He’d claim to have been in the 
theater early, but the theater was locked all night. He 
was sleeping in the projector booth while the theater 
was closed. Sometimes Williams would be in such a 
deep REM sleep that he wouldn’t even wake if you 
walked in the booth on him. He wasn’t a rise and 
shine type. He owned a watch not an alarm clock. 
His act of getting to work early was doubly useless 
and unconvincing. After a few moments Williams 
would rouse himself and take a brisk Puerto Rican 
bath dousing himself with dollar cologne. He’d dab 
his cologne permeated hands on his Afro to fluff it in 
place. He’d tuck in his B.O. festered black polyester 


shirt over a maroon turtleneck. Flaired brown 
polyester pants and a peacoat completed the Williams 
man of the city wardrobe. 


After this quickie douche Williams went out 
and about the day. In conversation he was given to 
rhetoric, repeating politics and news that he had read 
in discarded New York Post tabloid newspapers he'd 
pick up from the floor of the Bryant. Initially his 
constant struggle to appear sophisticated was merely 
tiresome because everyone knew he was sleazy and 
crashed inside the theater. 


Willie was wise to Willliams. Willie was a 
black man from North Carolina by way of Brooklyn. 
Willie thought Williams was a jerk. Williams had 
the bad taste to pull a snobbery trip on Willie because 
Williams was foreign. He thought that made him 
European. “He’d tried to act like he could speak the 
king’s English and you could barely understand what 
the hell we was trying to say. He sounded like a 
damn Haitian,” laughs Willie, now years later 
remembering the flatulence that was Williams. 


Willie wanted to know what was Williams’ 
game so Willie had a chat with Big Wayne the 
Bryant cashier. Williams had arrived at the theater 
via the local lavender network through Wayne, a 
heavyset career chickenhawk with greasy 


‘pompadoured Grecian Formula hair. Big Wayne was 


fond of the young Hispanic trade out on 42™ Street. 


How had Williams met Wayne? Wayne was 


characteristically vague in his answers, summing up 
Williams as “a nice guy who needed some help.” 
Williams was far too cheap to go to a gay bar and 
Wayne wasn’t into frequenting bathhouses, 
preferring to trick in theaters, toilets or peep booths. 
Willie’s theory was that Wayne had likely met 
Williams in a men’s room, “at the end of a dick,” 
snipes Willie “ the guy couldn’t stand for you to see 
him as anything than less than macho, but you’d 
always see where his eyes were going. And he was 
just like Wayne — there was nothing they wanted 
more than a young boy’s dick.” 


Stella, the old grizzled ex-cheesecake model 
lesbian who was Avon’s office manager and day to 
day boss, didn’t think too kindly of Williams and 
only tolerated him because he was low cost and 
available to fill in for projectionists at odd times. 
Willie explained that, “Wayne would open the gate 
after closing time, that’s how he was always in there 
when you got there in the morning.” 


Williams also made the mistake of trying to 
impress Willie that he was very well off. It was 
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clearly not the case with him, and this was doubly 
insulting to Willie, who was a successful local vice 
entrepreneur. Willie recalls that, “ Wayne was 
paying Williams a little out of pocket.” The grotesque 
scenario is that Williams did Wayne some sort of 
favor in the sexual realm, like steering Latino boy 
trade Wayne’s way. Wayne was quite aggressive 
about hooking up and experiencing young boys and 
boy porn magazines he’d pick up on the Deuce. 


Williams made noises about being able to 
find weed -. from Africa, no less - as well as coke 
and heroin. It was just bluster. The only dealer he 
knew was Carlo, a skinny Senegalese black guy who 
lived at the Rio hotel. Everyone knew him because 
he’d stop by the theaters to peddle $25 and $50 bags 
of coke. Williams also laid claim to being able to 
find strong brown dope. He never came up with any. 
Empty drums make the loudest noises. 


The first sign that Williams was more than 
just an annoying sweaty foreigner was his lewd 
obsession with the live sex shows. He’d look at 
them, comment on them and then look at your 
reaction. The more you ignored it the more 
personally directed his questions were put to you. It 
was an unspoken understanding that unless the live 
sex team was either particularly exhibitionistic or 
insecure and wanted feedback about their 
performance, was tasteless to comment on what they 
had just did for money. These people were your co- 
workers and you didn’t want to intrude. Or be 
confrontational. It interferes with the job and 
harasses the sex worker. 


When Stella got wind that Williams was 
crashing in the booth she really wanted him out. She 
didn’t want the Bryant where the company offices 
were containing her bookkeeping handiwork, prints 
of movies and other valuables, used as a hotel for a 
desperate fly by night illegal alien. Stella was expert 
in playing employees against each other. She knew 
no one could stand Williams by this point. “So now 
he’s sleeping in the booth, eh.” Then it was time to 
egg everyone else on. Stella shot out her trademark 
raised eyebow putdown told with mock sympathy 
dripping with her acerbic sarcasm, “it’s a pity people 
can’t come out of the closet. Everyone knows he 
slept at every bathhouse in the city.” - 


Williams’ daily show putting on his 
tiresome faux macho act would get a little bit more 
sexually suggestive by the day. He was growing on 
the Bryant crew’s nerves. Tenderloin districts like 
42™ Street run a little on the jailhouse mentality. If 
you keep taking someone’s sexual dishing, you end 
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up being their punk. This scene is played out much 
less violently than jail, though there is always a 
lurking possibility of a physical outburst. The 
punking could be a constant barrage of their babbling 
sick mental imagery, like the dirty talking Mr. Jaffee 
in Andy Milligan’s Vapors. And if you tolerated 
some of these types too long the inevitable result 
would an unwanted sexual proposition from them. 
Grim. You had to tell them to shut the hell up and 
get out of your damn way, fast. 


Eventually Williams got really overbearing 
during some dubbed French hardcore movie. Men in 
firemen’s hats were being dispatched to an orgy as 
the dialogue bellowed “bring out the reinforcements.” 
Williams thought this was delightfully witty talk for 
an especially sexy sequence. When I ignored him, he 
smirked and went “what’s wrong with you” in the 
sneering manner when one of these obnoxious 
tenderloin types do when they’re casting aspersions 
on your masculinity. It’s the challenge that they 
could mentally punk or at least intimidate you. 


At that point I unleashed Stella’s magic line. 
I looked in his eyes, grinned and said, “So, why do 
you sleep here in the booth? I thought you slept at 
the baths. Don’t you know everyone knows you sleep 
at every bathhouse in the city.” Williams face 
contorted into that of a scowling troll doll. He was 
clearly upset by my verbal sucker punch and got 
intense by shouting. He brandished his fist a few 


_inches from my face. 


“I Wheel Feex YOU!” he bellowed in that 
patois. 


I knew he couldn’t, though he may have 
wanted to. His pose was too theatrical and 
melodramatic. He had always noticed that I carried a 
knife or mace. He didn’t want Stella to can him. He 
didn’t want me going to the police with the end result 
of him being put on a boat back to Port-Au-Prince. 


I immediately picked up the intercom and 
informed Stella of Williams’ faux pas and that “now 
he’s threatening me. After all I did was tell him to 
come out of the closet.” She laughed, and knew I had 
given her the excuse to get Williams out of her 
immediate sight. He was to be transferred from the 
Bryant that day. Of course she reiterated, “everyone 
knows about Williams. What’s his problem? Isn’t it 
such a shame, Bill, that people still won’t come out 
of the closet.” We both sighed sadistically. 


The next day Williams was dispatched to the 
Doll, the shoebox Avon Theater five blocks north 


that Pd later manage. As Pd soon learn at the Doll, 
everyone stole from: the till. All the Avon theaters 
had turnstile counters instead of tickets, and 





you stole, you worked the cashbox while your partner 


turned the turnstile back and you both split the 
money. 


This: was a big risk at the Bryant. The 
Bryant was the company headquarters and you never 
knew when anyone like a Phil Prince, or Avon's s 





i y 
the old cotton | candy haired owner. The admission 
was only $1.99 so only the desperate needed the 
trouble. 


A -little stealing went on after hours at the 
Bryant after the bosses went home. But the only way 
to cash in at the Bryant was when busloads of 
Japanese tourists turned up and someone quickly 
flung open the side doors and kept the admissions. 
This was tricky and not worth doing if you valued 
your job because company finks could notice it easily 
and you’d be fired on the spot. It was something I 
never attempted there, and never trusted anyone who 
tried to induce me into it, fearing they were a rat. 


Williams was shifted to nights at the Doll, 
partially because Wayne was its night manager. 
Wayne would take in a Williams all too happy to 
help him out again. Stella was glad Williams was out 
of her sight at the Bryant. She knew Williams’ 
tenure at the Doll would be short lived and he’d be 
goner in no time. 


On Williams’ first night at the Doll, he was 
working with Director Prince’s tubercular lover the 
thieving old junkie Pat Rogers. They both slid the 
door open for a busload of Japanese tourists. Owner 
Murray kept a hotel room at the President down the 
street from the Doll since World War II and would 
wander Times Square at night looking for cheap trade 
and passing by his theaters to peep on possible 
employee theft. Murray caught them red handed. As 
much as Stella and Phil disliked Pat Rogers, Pat had 
an unfortunate immunity because of his intimate 
relationship with Phil Prince. Williams, however, got 
his walking papers. 


There were no spots over at Mrs. Wilson’s 
other adult theaters like the Eros, Venus and Cameo 
over on 8" Avenue. She already had a cadre of 
Dominican employees and a few Haitian handymen. 
And if he gave Stella as a reference she’d call him a 
thief. 


For a while Williams dropped out of sight. 
But then he took to another form of entrepreneurship 
familiar to many of New York’s Wretched of the 
Earth. There are supply shops near Union Square, 
around 16" Street and Broadway, that sold Hong 
Kong made novelties that could be resold by street 
peddlers. Occasionally Williams would turn up on 
crowded corners of the Deuce hawking dollar plastic 
toys to bewildered tourists or more oft welfare 
mothers for their kids. He worked the peddler circuit 
in distasteful places. In front of the Welfare Building 
on 14% Street off 6" Avenue, not far from Union 
Square, where he plagued broke inner city parents. 
Surprisingly these single mothers sans their baby 
daddies could be counted on for a sale when they 
were leaving welfare with the couple bucks families 
services had just given them to cheer up their kids 
after a day stuck in some filthy social services office. 


Williams again dropped off the radar for a 
time, but they’d always be these odd sightings of 
him. Michelle moved in with me in 1986, he seemed 
more omnipresent than ever. His trade now was to 
sell these enormous, obscenely phallic balloons 
around the Macy's area around 34% Street and 
Broadway. There was no way you could lug one of 
these gargantuan items around with you, so it was a 
wonder who’d buy this twisted trinket. He’d catch 
me smirking at him as I’d say to Michelle, “that’s the 
Haitian from the theater.” Williams would shoot me a 
fisheye and then go back into his spiel, 


.“baaallooons... baaalooons for sale...” in a basso 


profundo voice. 


At one point Williams was in the subway 
station between the BMT line and the PATH station 
beneath Macy’s. That’s a crowded transfer point and 
he was within a swirl of people. He had his balloons, 
1 had a cigarette and he eyed me approaching 
apprehensively. But a bunch of black hip hop kids 
heading back to Brooklyn took one look at him and 
started laughing. Of course, one had a lit cigarette 
butt which he pressed next to one of these monstrous 
balloons. An enormous POP blasted through the 
station. The kids and I burst out laughing. Williams’ 
eyes immediately darted to me as the obvious 
suspect, but I was too out of distance. 


Williams wasn’t about to fight a bunch of 
inner city kids over the destroyed merchandise or 
draw the attention of the police. That was one of the 
main keys to Williams’ survival was his stubborn 
unwillingness to attract attention, to disappear into a 
crowd. It was an incredible thing he had held on. 
Many of Times Square’s adult theaters had been 
closed. The remaining all night houses like the 
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Venus or Cameo were more dangerous than ever 
after the advent of crack. The baths were being 
closed by the health department because of AIDS. 
Williams’ two favorite forms of flophouse were 
gone. You wonder where he lived, because another 
of his survival skills was that somehow he always 
avoided sleeping on the street. There was just no 


stopping the guy. 


Early this year, Willie and I.sat at a midtown 
bar and contemplated. the fate. of Williams. It. had 
been some time since he was last:seen. But Willie 
was certain he would turn..up.again, eins some 
junk on the street.” 


A true member of The Wretched of the 
Earth, Williams’ survival skills still boggle the mind. 
It was like he couldn’t be killed. Living a bit better 
than a cockroach was really living to him, and he had 
at least accomplished that. 


A Third World Empinada 


BARE BEHIND BARS 


(1980) Director: Oswaldo De Oliveira 

Bare Behind Bars had a very brief United States 
run. Atlas, a German company that handled art house fare 
like Fassbinder, as well as extreme Eurosleaze exploitation, 
distributed the film. Adequately but obviously dubbed in 
English, the film was clearly prepared by Atlas for 
importation to America, but it was too extreme for 
widespread grindhouse release. This cinematic piece of 
the wretched of the earth had a brief run at fringe foreign 
houses in the United States that specialized in rougher 
Eurosleaze fare, like the Canal Cinema in New York’s 
Chinatown. 


Bare Behind Bars takes a raunchy approach to 
the WIP movie template similar to Jess Franco’s Barbed 
Wire Dolls, only with a larger cast and more explicit 
material. There is very little story, most of it revolving 
around the escape of some inmates, but all the elements are 
present in giant proportions. The women are perpetually 
clad in smocks. There are lots of shower scenes, brutal 
catfights, hosedowns, and whippings. One novel torture 
scene involves a prisoner stripped nude and forced to bake 
in the hot sun. The floor of the prison is always wet and 
dirty, and the movie caters to the floor washing fetish that 
the material gives rise to. The characters include a bunch 
of ruthless criminal gal inmates; a drunken sadist 
hairbunnéd warden and her assistants, who persist on 
parading around in tight shirts that flaunt their cleavage 
with unopened top buttons; and a wacky Marilyn Monroe 
emulator. blonde nurse who’s secretly helping the inmates. 
Eventually there’s a bust out during Carnivale, with the 
escapees making violent mayhem like castrations before 
meeting mostly violent ends. 
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The -film ‘is asidnisliingly vulgar. It’s unique in 
that it’s shot in Brazil, which provides a setting as 
lowdown, dirty and primitive as the worst third world 
country imaginable. Nobody in the movie is particularly 
goodlooking. There are sickening scenes of inmates hiding 
shivs in orifices and the nurse doing some gynecological 
work to remove them. Even more shocking is the film’s 
use of hardcore sex. While some viewers claim to have 
seen. versions of the film with only a few minutes of 
penetration, this uncut version shows a great deal of 
explicit sex, including such stag movie type situations as 
the food delivery man getting lucky with one of the girls. 
The whole atmosphere of the film gives no pause to 
question that hardcore films were a normal part of South 
American theatrical fare long before porn was publicly 
shown in the United States. : 





The south of Tijuana approach of Bare Behind 
Bars makes it not the most appetizing empinada in the WIP 
universe. It doesn’t have much in clever kinks, narrative 
twists, or attractive and charismatic actresses. Yet it holds 
up to its cult status as the most naked women’s prison 
movie ever made with a stag movie drive that keeps the 
pace brisk, and its hardcore integrated effortlessly into the 
texture. 


The uncut version of Bare Behind Bars has 
surfaced lately through Eurosleaze collectors in the 
rigidcuff.com orbit, and can also be found through such 
reputable United States sources as Video Screams. 
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and entertaining linear storyline. The 
sex and violence makes Alphaville a 
loitation movie, with many of the 
echniques and actors also present in Jesse 


Alphaville is almost a marriage of Franco 
and Godard, a midpoint between the two directors’ 
styles. The film presents the intriguing possibility of 


wha uld have happened if Franco kept to the 
mi tual route demonstrated in his initial cinematic 





like his surreal comedy Tenemos 18 Anos and 
bie E e short Oro Espanol. Alphaville 
demonstrates how Godard utilized the proto- 
exploitation techniques in the American film noir 
movies he studied at the Paris Cinemateque, utilizing 
them to engage the audience instead of alienating it. 


Alphaville’s credits unfold before a mural of 
hands releasing a dove, a universal symbol of world 
peace. Ominous, chord heavy thriller music pounds, 
as the credits proclaim the film as “a strange 
adventure of Lemmy Caution.” Lemmy Caution was 
a popular pulp fiction character modeled after Mike 
Hammer. As incarnated by expatriate actor Eddie 
Constantine, Lemmy was the private eye protagonist 
of many French melodramas emulating film noir style 
from the early to mid-1950s. 










white cinematography makes 


or aphorisms in : 
Alpha 60 has 









etronomical drone, 


nce, brainwashing them,. and eliminating . 
guilty of individualistic thought via 
cation” or death. 


LE We first encounter Alpha 60 making the 
declaration “sometimes reality is too complex... 
fiction i interprets it.” The greeting sign to Alphaville 
as Lemmy drives into its city limits is “Science = 
Logic.” 





Alphaville itself is Paris in 1964, when the 
film was shot. Raoul Coutard’s superb black and. 


metallic and threatening. The citizens of Alphaville 


‘look like they have a chip missing in their minds, 


inanely thanking people who insult them, with nerve 


_ deadening tranquilizers offered in each hotel room. 


Lemmy introduces himself to the hotel desk 
under his cover of “Ivan Johnson,” a reporter for 


+: Figara Pravda — another one of Godard’s in-jokes, 


Figaro being a Paris daily and Pravda being the 
Communist Russian newspaper. The bellboy 
attempts to carry his suitcase and Lemmy pulls it 
away. “Thank you, sir, how are you sir,” the bellboy 
replies mindlessly. 


Once in his hotel room, Lemmy is provided 
by a state assigned hooker who immediately offers to 
bathe with him. “Look, I’m old enough to find my 
own broads.” A gunman intrudes, challenging that 
she’s not good enough. “How ‘bout your sister,” 
barks Lemmy, who employs the towel over the head 
water torture commonly employed by both French 
right wing and Algerian terrorists. The depiction of 
this interrogation technique got Godard’s Le Petit 
Soldat banned for years. Classical music swells 










everything look — 


during the violence, with Lemmy dispatching the 


intruder with his heavy duty World War II pisto 








n atched to Alphaville to 

Jis headquarters wants to 
F secret agent Henri Dickson 
a man who they’ ve lost touch with, 
who’s virtually disappeared _ ‘into Alphaville’s 
malignant culture. His target - WANTED DEAD 
OR ALIVE - is Professor Von Braun aka Professor 
Nosferatu, the totalitarian mastermind who created 
` Alpha 60 (Howard Vernon). 








In one of Alphaville’s ingenious 99 franc 
James Bond touches, Lemmy’s lighter servers as his 
telecommunications . device. It announces that 
Professor Von Braun’s daughter, Natasha (the then 
Mrs. Godard, Anna Karina), is waiting in the hotel 
lobby to meet him. She’s the city’s official greeter. 
She wears a mask of depression, and depression is an 
emotion that the brainwashed citizens of Alphaville 
accept as a way of life. There's the immediate 
romantic attachment. Lemmy tells her that he’s come 
across a galaxy for her. Natasha says she never sees 
her father, but mentions a grand festival that attracts 
most alien tourism to Alphaville, but it’Il be the last 
in many years. 


Natasha and Lemmy get in a cab, with 
Godard doing a nifty cameo. as the driver, seen from 
behind and chain-smoking. like mad. Alphaville is 
divided into the “Sud” (South) sector, in which it’s 
always warm, and the “Nord” (North) area, where it 
snows all the time. She pesters him to check into 
residents’ control, which is tantamount to an 
interview with Alpha 60. He merely yeses her. 
Lemmy comments that Natasha’s teeth remind him of 
a little vampire’s, in another of the film’s many 
references to classic influences on Godard, this being 
the first vampire film, Nosferatu. - 
















_ Lemmy is dropped at a shabby flophouse on 
rico Fermi Boulevard (all the streets in the city 
i es). Here, he finds 


commit suicide 
his cousin to 


rent, buys: him looker, the events of 
which he pho żin Dickson’s 
shabby room. . mail sketch of the 
awful totalitaria ed in so long yet 
finds himself ckson dies in 


‘save those who 


Up à th Natasha at a 
semantics institute where words are routinely 
eliminated from the vocabulary. He attends the grand 
festival. Dissidents — such as a man who wept when 
his wife died, crying being a capital offense — are 
shot on a diving board as knife wielding female 
swimmers then hack them to death. Eurosleaze fans . 
will recognize Alice Arno, still in her Eurocine body 
double days, as one of these athletic assassins. 


Disgusted, Lemmy. finally sees Dr. Von 
Braun and confronts him under his real name. 
“Professor Nosferatu — P'd like an interview.” “He 
no longer exists,” he says coldly and has Lemmy 
roughed up in the elevator by Von Braun’s assistants. 


- They drag him to residents’ control, which is, in 


reality, the French. national TV station that’s also 
used as a location in La Prisonnaire and Mister 
Freedom. 


Lemmy is brought before Alpha 60 for his 
first interview. He answers that he is Ivan Johnson, a 
journalist doing a story for Figaro Pravda. He's 
from “Neuva York”, born. approximately 40 years 
ago — by default, making him an orphan. His 
humanistic comments are a bit much for Alpha 60 to 
immediately compute, so he’s let go. 


Lemmy’s romantic relationship with 
Natasha intensifies. He notes that the “Bibles” in 
each hotel room are really dictionaries that have 
words removed in them daily, including some of her 
favorites, like “robin redbreast.” She doesn’t know 
the meaning of love. 


In a blatantly affectionate, self-consciously 
poetic sequence, Natasha and Lemmy read from 
Godard’s book, Capital of Pain, a collection of sad 
love poems as they both attempt to reach each other 
emotionally. Natasha’s face looks out at the grim 
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An Alphaville Fumetti 










The title sequence of a mural of a dove being released: 
“A Strange Adventure of Lemmy Caution” 


Target practice, Lemmy Caution style: Shooting the 
E nipples of a men's mag centerfold while reading 

i more The Big Sleep: “Not bad Guad i vet...” 
“I’m old enough to find my own broads”: ete Sees Wor DARTER PR R 
Lemmy (Eddie Constantine) rebuffs the hotel seductress: 


Lemmy’s target and nemesis, Professor Von Braun 


Scars on the seductress’s back aka Leonard Nosferatu (Howard Vernon) 


CE 


| 





Natasha as brainwashed Alphaville citizen... 


si ORRE ee 
Lemmy meets Natasha at the Semantics Institute 





Es 
& 


Postapocalyptic Golden Boughism: 
The final confrontation between Lemmy and Von Braun 


“Are you sure you don’t want to come to the Outerlands?”. 
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futuristic landscape through the hotel window as she 
clutches the book to.-her heart. - Lemmy makes 
references to mass executions, recalling the Eastern 
Communist block, in which people sit in theater 
chairs, are electrocuted, dumped forward, and 
replaced by the next group of dissidents. 


Lemmy realizes that Natasha is not a native 
of Alphaville, ‘despite’ the number ‘tattooed on the 
back of her neck.” He prompts her... is she from 
Toykorama? Or Florence? Giving romantic 
descriptions of each city. Finally, she remembers she 
is from the Outerlands, from New York, where the 
+ in the snow. The 
Golden Bough subtext beneath all the sociopolitical 
e tion thriller elements of the 








apparent. Lemmy exiled her 
father Professor Nosferatu from New York in 1964 to 
Alphaville. He writes “LIQUIDATE” across Von 
Braun’s photo and circles the word emphatically. 


He's in love with Natasha and wants to 
rescue her from certain doom. He telecommunicates 
through his lighter “bomb Alphaville immediately,” 
but the computer burps back that 
“telecommunications with the Outerlands will be 
down for several days.” 


Suddenly, the police show. up at their hotel 
room. Natasha tells “story number 41,” a comical 
anecdote about a café owner hiring a bouncer to bully 
away a freeloader, which makes Lemmy collapse into 
laughter. He's then dragged and shoved throughout 
the hallway to resident’s control, just after glimpsing 
Natasha struggling in the main lobby. 


It’s his final interview with Alpha 60, who 
accuses him of lying. His name is not “Ivan 
Johnson,” but “Lemmy Caution, Secret Agent 003.” 
Lemmy presents Alpha 60 with a riddle that would 
make him human. Alpha 60 responds by stating that 
it would be logical to sentence him to death and 
warns that the door is guarded. Lemmy coolly says, 
“we'll see,” busting down the door, and shooting his 
opponents in the head, the fake blood dripping in 
black and white from their heads. 


. Lemmy demands that a police car take him 
to Von Braun. He makes the driver promise he'll 
stay there and shoots him “so you'll keep your 
promise.” It’s a factory setting, and Von Braun is 
trailed by a bunch of lackeys. White noise intensifies 
on the soundtrack. One of Von Braun’s followers 
attempts to shoo him away after the flash of 
Lemmy’s Instamatic. “No reporters here!” 


“Journalist starts with the same word as justice. Go 
get Von Braun!” 


Finally, the white noise grows unbearably 
loud in Von Braun's office. Lackeys keep presenting 
him with thick computer reports, which he glances at 
and tosses on his desk. 


“Pm leaving for the Outerlands, Professor. 
Come with.me.” | 


“Stay with us Mr. Caution. We'll give you 
control of an entire galaxy after the war is over. 
You'll be a legend, Mr. Lemmy Caution. And that is 
a fate worse than death.” 


“Sure, I’m afraid. But for a secret agent, 
fear is like whisky. I’ve tasted it all my life. Are you 
sure you aren’t coming to the Outerlands?” 


Lemmy brandishes his enormous pistol from 
under his trenchcoat. Von Braun passively accepts 
his own death — allowing. Lemmy near him is 
tantamount to execution — but he’s brainwashed even 
himself into thinking that Alpha 60 is the superior 
being that will carry on his work. “Avoir Monsieur 
Caution” and you hear a gunshot and the computer 
flashing like mad. 


Lemmy lights one of his omnipresent cigs, 
which lights up his face. “These men serve as a 


_terrible warning to those who use the world as a 


theater in which technology plays the principal role.” _ 


Lemmy escapes in his Ford Galaxie with the 
police in hot pursuit. The film goes into negative as 
the cars skid through the snowy North region. 
Lemmy goes into a parking lot to steal a new car, 
declaring that, “the people of Alphaville are not 
normal.” An effeminate man standing by a car 
attempts to resist Lemmy’s appropriation of it with 
fatal results. In an extraordinary static sequence 
depicting a highly violent, kinetic sequence, Lemmy 
rolls the window up at his neck, punches him in the 
head and finally rolls over his skull with a tire. The 
sequence uses many stills in rendering the sequence 
in a fumetti neri manner, one which would be used by 
Franco later. 


The people of Alphaville dart around like 
berserk insects, some suffocating from the lack of 
brainwashing as Alpha 60 begins to sink into its own 
misery. Lemmy rescues Natasha who is glued 
against a wall, listening to Alpha 60’s last mentally 
degenerative sermonizing. “For all my misery I 
am... Alpha 60.” “We’re happiness and we’re going 


towards it!” Lemmy declares, before firing at the 
machine with his good old fashioned gun. 


To bring Natasha out of her trance, he 
encourages her to think of the word “love.” 
Exhausted, he carries he across the hallway in a 
metaphor for a man carrying his wife across the 
threshold. They leave Alphaville traveling all night 
through intergalactic space, in reality the highway 
outside of Paris. He tells her not to look back. She 
_ asks if they're all dead. “No, not yet; and perhaps 
some of them will even get better.” 





“Are you one for me to say something,” 
she asks apprehensively. 

“Ves” 

“What?” 

“Sorry Princess, you'1l have to make it on 
your own. Otherwise you're lost. Like the people of 
Alphaville.” 

“TL... Love... You.... love you” 


FIN 


The most initially startling thing about 
Alphaville is that Godard was an avowed French 
Maoist-Communist filmmaker, yet he’s made one of 
the most profoundly anti-totalitarian movies. ever 
made. Ostensibly anti-American in his politics, 
Godard sets up as his hero a private eye with a face 
of. granite, golem-like physical strength, quick 
intelligence. Lemmy Caution turns into a symbol of 
democracy that singlehandledly destroys the techno- 
brainwashing systems that smacks of Mao’s Red 
China. 


Alphaville has a great, dark, angular look. 
Cinematographer Raoul Coutard, who filmed many 
of Godard’s movies and other art house classics, said 
Godard insisted on filming without lights and some 
footage was too dark to be usable. But the darkness 
adds to the severe claustrophobia that the characters 
are feeling psychically and physically, and out film 
noirs the 1940s and 1950s American melodramas that 
Godard had studied at the Cinemateque. The 
negative film used at.the end, from the cars crashing 
in the snow to the emotions it heightens, is 
breathtaking. 


The actors are used brilliantly. Eddie 
Constantine reveals the fundamental benevolence 
behind anyone who’s been forced to keep a tough 
exterior out of self preservation. It’s no wonder he 
could function as easily in art films like Agnes 
Varda’s Cleo from 5 to 7 to giallos like Hail Mafia 
to horror films like It’s Alive 2. Akim Tamiroff does 


a brilliant riff on his role in Orson Welles’ Mr. 
Arkadian and is far superior to his usage as a 
Hollywood burnout in later Jess Franco movies like 
the tepid adaptation of Justine. Anna Karina is as 
stunning as ever, with her perpetual sadness only 
playing up her natural beauty. Howard Vernon is 
used effectively, introduced via menacing 
photographs and actually appears in only two acted 
scenes. 


What is eerie about Alphaville is exactly 
how. prophetic the movie was, even though it was 
lensed almost four decades ago. The city of 
Alphaville is:not unlike the New York City that Mr. 
and Mrs. Sleazoid recently fled. People are dosed to 
the. gills on those evil SSRI mind control drugs like 
Prozac, Zoloft or Paxil, things designed to make you 
not think and have a side effect of giving people a 
sort of belligerent arrogance that makes them not 
even realize how aggressive and thoughtless their 
behavior was. And to make everything even more 
unthinkable, there was actually a postapocalyptic 
attack on what was once the greatest city in the 
world, forever changing its topography and the 
mindset of its citizens. It was a threat since the red 
scare that New York City would be raining glass 
from its skyscrapers since the days of the red scare, 
and 9/11 made that menace come true. And since 


- 9/11 people have acted no more compassionate — 


they have behaved in a more abominable, malevolent 
manner, either they’ve “suffered more than you” or 


-“toughen up and be like the rest of the New Yorkers.” 


The massive domination of the internet, be it 
benignly as a communication device and mass 
encyclopedic device in today’s global village, to a 
sinister substitute for actual sex and tool for 
malicious political extremists, also smacks of Alpha 
60. 


Alphaville functions simultaneously on 
many levels. Pulp fiction. An expanded Outer 
Limits episode. A film noir thriller which 
experiments with abstractions of violence before 
either Jesse Franco or acclaimed classics like Point 
Blank.. A love story in which lamour conquers 
technology. A sociopolitical commentary. A 
commercial movie that integrates visual textures into 
a narrative format that had been innovated by 
experimental moviemakers who were unable to use 
them for more than a few minutes, let alone expand 
into a narrative feature. It’s a personal favorite that 
Mr. Sleazoid has watched for decades. Alphaville is 
one of the summits of the Sleazoid theorem — that art, 
underground and exploitation movies are all aesthetic 
equals, 
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Smack in the center ‘of the living room, it was an 
alluring counterpoint to the ultraviolent Mondo 
posters directly opposite it. The Jailbait Babysitter 
campaign was also Mr. Sleazoid’s little romantic 
greeting to Mrs. Sleazoid. She moved in with him 
when she just turned 20 and, indeed, was a teenage 
babysitter when they met. 


Jailbait Babysitter is another entry in the 
subversive exploitation oeuvre of John Hayes. Hayes 
was a master in analyzing the hidden erotic 
topography beneath deceptively light 
grindhouse/drive-in genres. Hayes’ The Cutthroats 
stood a GI Joe via Russ Meyer formula on its head. 
His most intense film, the Candice Rialson vehicle 
Mama's Dirty Girls (see SLEAZOID EXPRESS #3) 
was barbed with kinky and terminal twists. 


Jailbait Babysitter is superficially a 
California teenpic, falling into the van subgenre that 
was endemic in the mid-1970s. The film opens as 
our protagonist Vicki gets a lustful eye from a 
middle-aged man who’s hired her for an evening 
babysitting gig. As played by Therese Pare, Vicki 
isn’t the buxom eyeful depicted in the poster, but a 
thin, sexually phobic willowy blonde. She indulges 
in make out sessions on the beach with her boyfriend 
Robert in their group of stoner classmates, but won’t 
go all the way with him. While the other kids have 
their customized love nest vans, Robert is still in the 
process of saving up for one. He’s convinced that 
once he has his set of wheels, Vicki will cease being 
resistant and capitulate to his advances. Robert 
genuinely likes her, but Vicki’s resistance is rooted in 
her anxiousness to be taken as an adult. She’s tired 
of being taunted as an immature piece of “jailbait” by 
her classmates. 


During one babysitting job, denim skirt clad 
Vicki makes sure the tot is asleep and invites her 


e Violated Youth 


boyfriend over for some. heavy petting.on the couch. 
Before they know it, the stoners crash their party, 
with one.:of the: gals: sporting one..of those “Rorer 
714”. shirts so popular in the Quaalude era. The 
uninvited guests smoke reefer, blast music and do 
some go-go moves. A few of the guys are clad in 
toga gear in a nod to the then-popular Animal House, 
and get down to nude showering with the girls. The 
sloppily inebriated stoners wreck Vicki and Robert’s 
make out session and start disassembling the house. 
Disgusted, Vicki tosses the. stereo speakers to the 
floor, smashing them at her interfering company. 
The couple that hired her return and are perturbed 
that their nice middle class home was on the verge of 
turning into a shambles by a bunch of out of control 
heads. 


Vicki dashes out of the house in a panic, 
fleeing into a deserted suburban street. One of the 
guys follows her by car in hot pursuit. The mix of 
booze, ‘ludes and grass has made his inhibitions and 
common sense fly out the window. He’s going to get 
his rocks off at Vicki’s expense, with her repulsion at 
his boorish advances crossing the line into sexual 
assault. 


Just as he’s got her cornered, an older 
woman, Lorraine, swerves up in her Lincoln 


* Continental, brandishes a gun at the potential rapist 


and scoops Vicki back to her bachelorette ranch 
house. Lorraine offers to Vicki her stay as long as 
she wants. She makes references to Pygmalion as 
she offers to tutor Vicki in mature etiquette. 
Superficially, Lorraine’s offer to take Vicki in as her 
protégé is reminiscent of a distaff Death in Venice. 
She seems to want to recapture her youth and mold 
Vicki in her image as a lesbian attraction to the 
young girl looms in the background. 


But appearances are even more deviant than 
they appear. Lorraine is actually a high priced escort 
that has a clientele of out of town businessmen and 
country club patrons. She does a fetish scene with a 
visiting john dressing in garters and heels and 
offering to be his slave. Lorraine’s methodology is 
all 1950s gesture and tease. She works on getting her 
tricks so overexcited that they’re ready to pop their 
cookies by the time she gets down to the actual 
sexual mechanics. 


When Vicki arrives back at the house, the 


john is still there and Lorraine is out. Vicki fixes the 
guy breakfast and he puts the moves on her. She’s 
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flattered that an older man is attracted to her. 
However, she’s shocked when the guy assumes she’s 
another hooker and offers her money. Vicki doesn’t 
want the money and says it’s fine to sleep with her if 
he meant it sincerely. And then she lets it slip that 
“Pm only 17! My friends call me jailbait!” The 
trick, an attorney, flees in terror at the possible legal 
ramifications. Lorraine finds this highly amusing 
when Vicki recounts the incident. 


Lorraine gives Vicki a makeover to look 
older, takes her to a country club and feeds her 
drinks. They attract the interest of two of Lorraine’s 
other geezer clients. Emotionally complicating the 
scene for Vicki is that she sees her boyfriend, Robert, 
being the ball boy for the tennis court. Lorraine 
shoos her away from the humiliated boy and she 
scoops Vicki off to play tennis with her two johns. 
At this point Lorraine’s purpose becomes obvious. 
She’s using Vicki as a warm up for her tricks to get 
them good and horny. They’re ready to come by the 
time she gets down to business with them, leaving 


her with even less physical work to do. The young - 


girl also provides an erotic focus and fantasy object 
for the guys. They mentally fixate on Vicki but feel 
comfortable as experienced grizzler Lorraine gets the 
job done. It’s a similar sharkbait strategy that Gloria 
Grahame used in Mama’s Dirty Girls to lure and 
blackmail her unwitting husband victims, 


Meanwhile, Robert has purchased a new 
stylish van in the hopes that it will rekindle his 
romance with Vicki. Two troublemaking girls and 
their malevolent male companion pay an unwelcome 
visit to it and won’t leave. Robert gets in a fistfight 
with the guy, who brutally beats him up with his belt. 
Robert gets his pants pulled down and thrashed 
across his bare ass in a scene that his sinister 
overtones of male rape. 


Vicki continues to help Lorraine entertain 
her clients without putting out, fitting neatly into 
Lorraine’s arrangement. Eventually one of the 
geezers becomes overexcited and has a heart attack. 
The cop who arrives with the ambulance good- 
naturedly tells a flustered Vicki to hang out with kids 
her own age. She takes his advice and pursues 
Robert at a Halloween party. Vicki almost gets 
attacked by a bunch of punks, led by the thug who 
beat up Robert, who’s menacingly clad in a Dracula 
costume. Robert rushes to her rescue and after a 
nasty brawl defeats his hated opponent. The film 
ends as Vicki takes off with Robert in his van as the 
sun sets on the beach to consummate their 
relationship. 


by o o> 





The Ha oween party os 


Jailbait Babysitter is so inexpensively 
produced - it was shot on a shoestring in six days - 
that it makes teenpix like The Pom Pom Girls look 
extravagant. As he has demonstrated previously, 
director Hayes performs his special exploitation 
alchemy in transforming the low budget into an 
integral part of the film’s aesthetic. Scenes take 
place with few cutaways and the soundtrack is 
virtually live, with little no enhancements. Like 
Mama’s Dirty Girls, the settings are all real, 
mundane pieces of suburbia that enhance the 
believability of the situations. Jailbait Babysitter 
achieves an almost Warholian minimalism, but has a 
languid pace that draws you in instead of the 
stretches of underground boredom that challenge the 
viewer’s patience. 


The cast members playing the teenagers are 
all a good ten years older than their parts, adding a 


-Brechtian distance to the material. The only lead 


that’s the correct age is Lydia Wagner, who offers an 
original interpretation of as the quietly manipulative 
Lorraine. Lorraine doesn’t have the status of kept 
woman but, with her list of regulars, is more affluent 
than a hooker who works through an ad or outcall 
service. No performers grandstand, with Hayes 
directing them as an ensemble. As Vicki, Therese 
Pare achieves a sustained note of sexual anxiety. 
Celeb sleaze watchers will also note John Goodman’s 
first screen appearance in a small supporting role. 


What underlies Jailbait Babysitter’s 
deceptively mellow surface is a strong sense of 
sexual threat and menace. The titular protagonist is 
less of the cockteaser that one expects than a virgin 
who constantly drifts into situations where she’s 
almost violated. Her youth is manipulated and 
exploited by a scheming older woman who makes 
pretenses of aiding her in the maturation process. 
The brutal, latently homosexual beatings her 
boyfriend receives are depicted as masochistic trials 
he endures that you sense Vicki’s semiconsciously 
impressed and tumed on by. Keeping with the 
miminalist aesthetic, the film shows enough nudity to 


make it commercially viable, but never has to get 
gratuitous to-hold your attention. 


Jailbait Babysitter is a subtly cynical 
comment on the 1970s teenpix films in the guise of 
being an ultralow budget exponent of them. Teenpix 
have been considered to be one of exploitation’s most 
innocuous genres, and the film is reveals the hidden 
malevolent erotology within them through perverse 
twists and turns and wry humor. Slyly, Hayes uses 
this format to spin an all-American’ erotic anecdote 
worthy of The Decameron, just as complex in its 
characters’ interactions, motivations and surprising 
outcomes. Jailbait Babysitter is more proof that 
John Hayes was one of exploitation’s most 
underrated directors, worthy of his cult following 
that’s been growing among knowing aficionados. 


THUMB TRIPPING 
(1972) Director: Quentin Masters 


Thumb Tripping is another anti-genre 
movie that subverts the hippie road movie, turning it 
into an episodic study of freak era erotic menace. 
- Unlike in Easy Rider, the rednecks aren't out to kill 
the longhairs, but seek to relieve themselves on them 
for sexual sport. In an almost Deliverance manner, 
their gender is less of a consideration than their 
availability as an easy receptacle for the sexually 
frustrated. It’s almost a hetero analog to the gay porn 
classic Two Days in a Hot Place, only this time a 
couple is the target of the erotomanias of people they 
meet along the California highway. 


The film opens as a bunch of hitchers get 
rousted by cops and told to leave the beach at Big 
Sur. Gary (Michael Burns) runs into Shaye (Meg 
Foster) as they exit the paddywaggon. They decide 
to hitch together around California. Gary is a middle 
class college kid who’s having a little adventure with 
his concerned mother’s blessing. Shaye is more of an 
experienced, rootless commune crasher. The two 
hitch together to Carmel, where they shoplift their 
lunch from a trendy wine and cheese shop. They 
spend time on the beach with two bikers who appear 
to be lovers. One, Eric, bears a strong resemblance to 
Warhol superstar Eric Emerson of Lonesome 
Cowboys and Heat. Already there’s a tension in the 
air. Perhaps these two characters could be spiking 
the Campbell’s soup their generously offering our 
protagonists with acid in order to rob them. But they 
turn out to be benign, and everyone joins in a 
singalong of He’s So Fine. 


After their two hosts take off on their bikes, 
Gary and Shaye have a beachside sexual encounter. 
When they hit the road, they almost get run over by a 
souped up hotrod. Gary shouts “Fuck You!” and 
over pulls the driver, Smitty (Bruce Dern). Against 
all common sense, Shaye accepts a ride with them. 
Gary tries to apologize for his comment to Smitty, 
who’s decked out a red white and blue racing threads. 
His driver, Simp, lives up to his name, and is one of 
those extra Y chromosome types, very dumb and 
easily excitable. These two rednecks immediately 
get intense. They swerve onthe road to outrun a 
camper, almost getting everyone killed. As Smitty 
pulls a blade, he shouts, “get fucked hippies!” at 
some hitchers. He unfolds a foreboding story about 
his pal who was hitchhiking and got sliced up for 
$15. Smitty immediately starts intimating that they’d 
like to rape Shaye, although all the aggression and 
blade pointing is directed at Gary. Gary and Shaye 
finally get away from these yahoos at a gas station, 
with Smitty tearing off as he calls them “asswipes.” 


A subsequent montage of all manner of 
hitchers concludes with a brief shot of a nude family 
walking along the beach, seen from behind. Our 
protagonists’ next ride comes from reckless driver 
Joyce Van Pattern in her shabby Volks. Well known 
for playing neurotics, Joyce is in full tilt mania here 
as a deviant silent majority divorcee. She keeps 
beating her kids and wants to get Shaye and Gary 
involved in finding her runaway daughter, who she 


-wants to knock the shit out of when she finds her. 


Joyce’s true foul nature is revealed when she pulls up 
at the edge of a cliff and confesses to a hit and run 
that may or may not have killed the driver. The 
normally silent Shaye explodes at her, telling her she 
hopes she never finds her daughter ant that the rest of 
her kids run away. Joyce slaps her face and pulls off 
in a frenzy in her Volks junkmobile. 


After this bad scene, Shaye and Gary and 
left at the edge of a cliff. Another sexually 
foreboding moment occurs when they’re almost 
pissed on by a trucker. Diesel (Michael Conrad) 
drives a huge produce hauling tractor-trailer 
decorated with American flag paraphernalia. He's 
the same type as the balding, muscular “Mr. Big 
Top” Dave Ruby of innumerable hardcore roughies, a 
dim bulb that’s easily sexually excitable. Seemingly 
affable, he offers to give them a ride to San 
Francisco. He’s got C&W music playing in his cab 
and all that’s missing is the CB radio. 


Diesel reveals his sad story about his trucker 


dad winding up in the hospital and receiving 
numerous stitches after passing out behind the wheel. 
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Pops then offered Diesel a bottle of bennies, which 
explains why he never sleeps. They. stop in a 
truckstop for burgers.and Shaye does. a bunch of 
gyrations’ to ‘the. jukebox. that arouse the old 


speedfreak. Diesel bluntly offers Gary $20 to fuck 


Shaye, grossly adding that she won't get pregnant 
because he’s had his. “ducts tied up.”.. His sexual 
focus seems directed at Gary as much as Shaye. 


:: Gary doesn’t tell Shaye about Diesel’s gross 
proposition... : She looks high when they: hit San 
Francisco, and the movie gives a good, flashy view of 
the tenderloin district. Diesel pulls into his truck stop 
and ignores Gary when he tells them they’re leaving. 
Diesel tells his trucker buddies about Gary, and pretty 
soon it seems like Gary is going to become the center 
of a gangbang. : The. offer for Shaye’s services turns 
to $15 with Diesel claiming that,.“son, I’m not sayin’ 
you're any kind of pimp.” He slams Gary. into the 
back of the tractor-trailer for an entire night as he 
fucks Shaye, Gary is left to shout “help” in vain and 
smash leftover oranges in frustration. 


The two kids are left by the side of the road 
and start to quarrel. Gary asks he she heard him 
banging around in the back of the truck, and Shaye 
counters that Diesel threatened to beat him up if she 
didn’t go along with fucking him. A bunch of kids 
waiting for a school bus see them, staring at them 
they’re the type of bitchy middle aged adults they’re 
used to seeing. 


Their next ride comes from a pair of low 
class swingers, Jack (Burke Byrnes) and Lynn 
(Marianna Hill). They're driving an antique Caddy 
and are already drunk out of their minds. Lynn’s 
sporting a red white and blue Uncle Sam styled cap 
with a floral pattern. All the passengers hit the 
booze. Jack insists on revealing raunchy stories 
about how he discovered that truckers were all 
homosexuals when he hitchhiked, much to the 
dismay of bis wife. He bitches about the monetary 
expense of paying for the birth of his three kids, and 
she drops the bomb that she hasn't taken her birth 
control pills for two days. 


The vodka soaked four pull up to a lake for a 
dip. For all its sexual innuendo, Thumb Tripping has 
eschewed nudity until this point. The surprise here is 
that Jack strips by his car, revealing a brief view of 
his family jewels. The drunken foursome jump in the 
lake, and before you know it they’ve had a swapping 
encounter. Quick topless shots of both Lynn and 
Shaye ensue. 


Alley, fares somewhat better. 


They head over to a dive. Lynn does a go- 
go dance on the table, as a bunch of beehive crowned 
women frown and their yahoo husbands laugh at the 
spectacle. It ends with all four of them getting tossed 
in a pool. After this raucous encounter, Shaye and 
Gary go their separate ways, with him getting a ride 
and her left hitching on the road. 


Thumb Tripping’s episodic format makes it 
a movie of excellent character turns, with each 
performer incarnating a different form of sexual 
chaos or menace. The knife wielding ball breaking 
of Bruce Dern and his thickheaded buddy are only 
the start of things, which. get more severe as they 
progress, Joyce Van Pattern adds a hideous hostile 
bitch to her repertoire of neurotics. Michael Conrad 
as the seemingly friendly turned speedfreak sexual 
bully Diesel takes you by surprise, but Burke Byrnes 
and Marianna Hill steal the movie as the 
lumpenproletariat swingers. It’s another feather in 
Hill’s cap after such sexually perverse roles as The 
Baby. 


The leads are less defined than the 
characters they encounter. Michael Burns is 
somewhat one note in his innocent hippie act, 
especially since he played a wolf in sheep’s clothing 
in That Cold Day in the Park. Meg Foster, who 
seems to have had her room later cornered by Kirstie 
She’s got little 
material to work with, but manages to convincingly 


create a type of freak era sexual knockabout 


reminiscent of porn actress Tina Russell. Her 
innocent hippie guise masks a casual, aimless 
promiscuity. She’s the type who.seems destined to 
drift into prostitution or porn modeling. 


One problem with the movie is that the 
subsidiary characters are all into drugs and alcohol 
but you never see our protagonists getting stoned, 
even though they behave as if they’re sharing their 
rides’ stash at times. The most you see them indulge 
in is drinking with the swingers. Exploitation 
aficionados will also be left wondering why the 
movie doesn’t employ more graphic sex, even though 
the material sometimes calls for it. Director Quentin 
Masters takes a workmanlike, straightforward 
narrative approach that holds the viewer’s interest 
yet, at the same time, contrasts with the eccentricity 
of the material. Thumb Tripping remains one of the 
most offbeat and obscure of the early 1970s road 
movies, definitely worth a look. 


Both Thumb Tripping and Jailbait Babysitter are 
worthwhile items offered by Parker Riggs’ Tapes of Terror, an 
authentic Sleazoid source emanating from a Texas drive in. 


Post Modern Vampires 


THE FEMALE VAMPIRE (THE BARE BREASTED COUNTESS) 
(1972) Director: Jesse Franco e ] 

The Female Vampire is softcore version of Jess Franco’s The Bare Breasted Countess. When he made this film, 
Franco had just hooked up with his lifetime mate and star for over three decades, Lina Romay. Throughout most of the film, 
Lina slinks around naked, with a black cape and leather belt that accentuates instead of obscuring her pussy. The Countess is 
mute, seen and not heard. The Female Vampire turns into a function of Lina’s silent persona. It’s a movie of ethereal set pieces 
and striking pictorial exposition in which the narrative plays a subsidiary role. 


The sumptuous visual quality of The Female Vampire benefits both from: Franco’s natural eye and the physically 
beautiful areas of Spain where the film was photographed. It’s a panorama of lush valleys, pastoral landscapes, mist-shrouded 
mountains, and an elegant resort. These locales lend the movie a visual richness that belies its low budget and manages to calm 
Franco so much he’s relaxed away from his manic zoom lens, opting for well-composed long shots. 


Like any Franco movie, the primal focus is the female cast. Lina, still fresh to Franco, is a subject that his camera 
wants to stare at and keep staring at. Also prominent is chameleon like Monica Swinn, who parades behind Lina through the 
misty forest totally nude save for white thigh high go-go boots. Franco emphasizes Monica’s blonde Germanic good looks in this 
role. Alice Artio is'as stunning as ever, but is surprisingly underused in a brief scene where she’s glimpsed playing chess. Still, 
she looks great in an all black outfit. 


Franco keeps things sexual throughout and did a little homework on the private occult connotations of vampirism. It’s 
the type of vampirism that Aleister Crowley referred to. Franco, using the excuse he’s working in a horror mode, brings into play 
terminal sex by playing out various scenarios where she performs fellatio to terminus. The Countess drives around between 
seductions in her limo with its a flapping metal bat as hood ornament, an inventively inexpensive Franco touch. 


Franco uses the male actors, including himself, to make reference to his prior movies. Franco plays an academician 
role investigating vampirism with the help of Dr. Orloff’s blind son. Jack Taylor, who proved to be an essential bit of jaded 
‘British spice, also appears, doing a nude shaving scene. 


The hypnotic atmosphere, Eurostars, visually inviting settings, and well focused prurient intent all make The Female 
Vampire essential viewing for Franco and Eurosleaze fans. Check out Video Screams’ collection of Eurosleaze for classics like 
this. i 


LA BELLE CAPTIVE (THE BEAUTIFUL PRISONER) 
(1983) Director: Alain Robbe Grillet 

La Belle Captive could be considered French sado-surrealist Alain Robbe Grillet’s vampire movie — and that’s only one 
of the many things it is. The film uses abstractions that comment on the artifice of filmmaking and references to American film 
noir to play out Robbe-Grillet’s obsession with the collision of dreams and reality. 


The protagonist, Walter, works for a criminal organization run by leather clad Sara Zeitgest. Sara is introduced and 
periodically glimpsed riding her motorcycle against a studio backdrop with fan whipped hair. A strikingly dominant figure, it 
seems like she and Walter are lovers. But for the sake of the surface storyline, she’s Walter’s top lady, the organization figure 
who gives Walter his assignments. In this case, it’s to deliver a blackmail letter to a Duke. 


Walter goes to a bar reminiscent of a 1940s Hollywood movie set. A willowy blonde woman gyrates to smoky 
striptease music. She tells Walter she has no name, no phone number. They dance. He goes off in the night to deliver the letter, 
only to find his mysterious blonde injured and handcuffed on the side of a road. He brings her to a villa where a secret society 
meeting is taking place. Walter and the blonde have sex is a locked room. 


The next morning he wakes up with a suspicious bite mark on his neck. The woman is gone. The villa is an abandoned 
shambles. 


Walter stops at a coffeeshop in a small town and sees the blonde’s face on the cover of a newspaper. It’s a honeymoon 
eve kidnapping. She’s the fiancé of the Duke that Walter never delivered the letter to. He stops at a house adjacent to the villa 
and is told by a woman tied to a wheelchair that there are screams of females emanating from it at night. The doctor — who 
Walter recognizes had presided over the secret society at the villa — shoos him out. He finds one of the blonde’s bloodied shoes 


Walter becomes obsessed by a living image of a Margritte painting of a beach along with the blonde woman beckoning 
to him on the beach wearing filmy see through outfits. 
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Belatedly, Walter goes to deliver the blackmail letter. But the Duke is lying dead on the floor. The Police Inspector 
(Daniel Emilfork) assumes he’s a private investigator and asks to see the bloodied shoe in his pocket. “A fetishist like all of us?” 


Outside; Walter opens the note he was supposed to pass to the Duke. k was a photo of a bloody shoe with the comment 
“bring back any memories?” ‘It was suspected that the Duke murdered Marie-Ange years ago and had his political connections 
perform a cover up. E t 


Walter tells Sara the news, and she ominously expresses concern over his health and says his mission.is:over by default. 
He return to'the bar to ask about Marie-Ange and the Inspector is there to: escalate his building paranoia.: He tells Walter that 
he’s the prime suspect. But also gives her the address of Marie-Ange’s father, who is an eccentric magician. By the time the 
inspector leaves, he’s putting a third bloodied shoe in a plastic evidence bag. 


Walter goes to visit Marie-Ange's father. He tells Walter that he isn’t the first one to see his daughter. He claims that 
world is full of dead people. They just don’t try to draw attention to themselves by blending into the populace: He invites Walter 
to sleep in Marie-Ange’s room. The portrait of her on the wall comes alive. Her beckoning to him has become overwhelming 
and he accuses her of pursuing him for some unremembered crime. As Walter sleeps, the alchemist and the doctor heading the 
villa’s secret society hook Walter’s brain up to a TV that reveals his dreams. The TV depicts the Margitte beach scene he’s 
obsessed with, along with an ominous sequence of black clad soldiers putting Walter before a firing squad. The two men treat it 

. like a regular occurrence in dreams they” ve recorded before. 





Vampire or stunningly necrophile wet dream? Gabrielle Lezur as Marie-Ange in La Belle Captive 


Danse arenai ance RRR Oa Bove ecm ean 





Walter’s..vision of his own execution laa hein hin’. At one point the firing squad is lead by the Police 
Inspector. Eventually Walter imagines Sara directing. 16 firing squad against him. 


Walter wakes up and it’s all a dream. Sara i is, in reality, his girlfriend. He speaks of nightmares where she’s leading a 
firing squad to kill him, and that he was unable to scream in the dreams.. She mentions that she, too, had dreams where she could 
sense his inability to scream. Their apartment is pens in boxes. They” re moving, which is up there on the list of major life 
traumas. 5 





Walter drives down the street mi come across: the gmc) dead body of Marie Ange once more. The 
executioners emerge froma van. Sara Jeads the firing squad. Walter emits a silent howl... = 


Cut back to the original i image of Sara riding the motorcycle as a statement about the angel ofd death's face accompanies 





La Belle Captive i is a brenthiakingiy paranoid suspense experience that keeps an n under ton of kinky sexuality. The film 
is a return to Robbe-Grillet’s style of his screenplay for Last Year at Marienbad and his first solo directorial effort, L'Immortelle. 
The movie operates on a similar romance-memory-death algorithm. La Belle Captive flirts with death explicitly, down to the 
hero’s recurring execution nightmare, from the death of Marie-Ange — the terminally phallic “harpoon” injury always seems 
eerily proximate to her pussy. It differs from his S&M abstractions like Eden and After by being less sexually shocking but the 
same elements are subliminally. present. His eye for physically stunning, well-cast actresses to play out his surreal stratagems is 
unfailing. Gabrielle Lezur, a willowy blonde in the tradition of Serena or Bridgette Lahaie, makes a perfect Marie-Ange. 
Cyrielle Claire is a striking woman reminiscent of Mary Waronov in her whip wielding Velvet Underground days. 


With La Belle Captive is almost Robbe-Grillet’s mock up of a commercial film. It has a narrative that is reminiscent of 
the paranoid thrillers of Elio Petri, especially A Quiet Place in the Country, the element of vampirism, so distinct actors who 
nonetheless have appeared in popular European imports, such as the beaky, angular looking Daniel Emilfork. Yet the beauty part 
of Robbe-Grillet is that he couldn’t make a conventional movie if he tried. La Belle Captive remains inescapably within the 
classic French surrealist mode, playing its chess game on your mind long after it’s over. 


SHADOW OF THE VAMPIRE 
(2000) Director: E. Elias Merhige 


Shadow of the Vampire is a tremendously entertaining film that comments on reality, fiction and how filmmaking slips 
between both. John Malkovich plays famed director E.W. Murnau, and the film chronicles his making of Nosferatu, the first 
vampire film ever. Bram Stoker’s estate wouldn’t sell him the rights, so he went ahead anyway and shot his own version, which 
is a classic in the annals of silent film. Udo Kier plays Murnau’s assistant; and aficionados will remember his virgin blood 
craving Dracula in Andy Warhol’s Dracula. Max Schrenk is cast as Nosferatu, and as played by Willem Defoe seems to. be 
exceeding the method actor demands by Murnau. The suspense here derives from whether or not Schrenk really is Nosferatu. 
When corpses start appearing, and Schrenk hungrily sucks the blood out of a small animal, you start wondering how much the 
line between method acting and reality is blurred. 


One of the most marvelous aspects of Shadow of the Vampire is the multiple refractions of Nosferatu throughout the 
film; we have Udo Kier with his association to the Warhol Dracula movie and the film constantly sustains a Brechtian film 
within a film atmosphere. The references to drugs like morphine and cocaine are numerous; remember, this was decadent pre- 
War Germany. 


Dafoe does a superb job as Schrenk/Noseferatu. You'd actually imagine a vampire to look more like him than Bela 
Lugosi’s popularized “East European lover” look. When Nosferatu sadly admits that he hasn’t had a guest for dinner in hundreds 
of years, suddenly the “monster” is humanized into the sad loner beneath. 


The movie benefits from having a great ensemble cast that includes Malkovich, who we’ve never found more likeable; 
Udo Kier, who now bears a ferrety resemblance to Alan Arkin; and Sleazoid’s fave glam guy throwback, Eddie Izzard. 
Although the movie belongs to Defoe, he’s enough of a character actor to not dominate the proceedings, which could have been 
an easy bit of trickery for him. Director E. Elias Merhige is mostly noted for his As Begotten and he's made a 
miraculous transformation into straightforward narrative filmmaking here. 


Shadow of the Vampire remains Baby Sleazoid’s favorite vampire movie, the one she refers to as “the bald Dracula.” 


Thanks much to our friends Parker and Becky Riggs of the Riggs Drive-In Theater in Mullins, Texas for the pre-release loan of 
this tape. And visit their company www.tapesofterror.com for more horror and exploitation gems. 
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Greek Pride 


Z 
(1969) Director: Costa-Gavras 


One thing I am particularly sensitive 
and very slippery about is my actual ethnicity. 
Out of convenience and circumstance, [ve told 
people I’m a multitude of ethnicities. I was born 
in Landes de Busac, a small town in France 
(Landes is the Euro-spelling of Landis +: so 
check the odds on being born in town that has 
your name), Anyone born in France becomes an 
automatic citizen. Meaning I can go into any 
French consulate and pick up a passport that will 
allow me entry to such hostile nations as Cuba 
and Algeria. I always have the option of 
becoming a “political refugee” in an anti- 
American countries should the need ever arise. 


[ve told people I’m French, having 
been born there and because of my curious 
citizenship situation. British, because I spent my 
early years in London and Bournemouth, the 
latter being the “English Catskills” with its bad 
vaudevillians Archie Rice comedians. My early 
memories of England are colored by the 
Christine Keeler scandal (which I obsessively 
followed in the tabloids), the Cuban missile 
crisis (would a nuclear cloud pass from New 
York over England?), and a procession of Brits 
knocking at our door when JFK got shot, saying 
“I’m so sorry this happened to your President.” I 
did have a perfect Brit accent when 1 arrived 
back in America which idiot Brooklynites took 
as “baby talk.” Some bloke colloquialisms like 
ponse and punter still creep into my slang if I am 
riled enough. 


I’ve masqueraded as Cuban with a little 


` bit of phrasebook help in Miami years ago at 


when doing business at the Farmacias in Little 
Havana: “Terpin hydrate elixir con codeine, per 
favor, signor...” I’ve even gone as far as to say 
I’m Puerto Rican in Spanish Harlem and Avenue 
D in the middle of the night out of pure 
defensiveness. I’ve also passed myself off for 
Moroccan and Algerian, the latter an especially 
easy accomplishment because I was born during 
the war for independence from France. 


I’ve been back and forth to Europe 
many, many times as a kid and it encouraged my 
multinational masquerade. I’ve returned to the 
UK... gone to Spain (under Franco and where it 


was extremely safe and tourist friendly — but 
disconcerting to see an armed soldier on every 
corner)... stopped at that obscure bunch of 
stones in the middle of the Atlantic called the 
Azores that is part of Portugal... Greece (when 


- still under the military junta and where the big 


news was that they just lifted the censorship ban 
on Andy Warhol’s Trash)... Italy (Naples, 
Camorta territory, which looked filthy)... among 
other spots... 


Truth of the matter is that my parents 
were born in the USA and my grandparents 
emigrated here from Greece. A fact I don’t 
usually share because I don’t feel like being the 
butt of one of the numerous ethnic jokes around 
in New York City and I don’t want to be seen as 
any kind of cartoon. And I also cherish my 
chameleonic qualities, down to changing what I 
am as dictated by circumstance. | 


But I recently re-saw Costa-Gavras’ Z 
again after many years and got a flourish of 
Greek pride. Firstoff, “Deputy Z.,” the honest 
politician that is murdered, played by Yves 
Montand, is a distant relative of mine. The 
Greeks in the movie — both the left wing heroes 
and the right wing thugs — are all depicted as 


. strong individuals, both physically and 
- ideologically. 


Because of the military junta, there was 
no way Costa-Gavras was allowed to film the 
movie in his native country. The novelist who 
provided the roman a clef source material 
(Vassilis Vassilikos) and Mikis Theodorakis, 
who composed the superb musical score, were 
both friends of “Deputy Z,” making filming in 
Greece impossible. And as it turned out, the 
circumstances of its production grooved with my 
multinational masquerade. 


Jacques Perrin, who plays a leading role 
as the photojournalist in the film and co- 
produced it, knew people in the Algerian 
government. Ben Yaya, who was then Algeria’s 
Minister of Information, was according to Costa- 
Gavras “a great man.” Yaya extended every 
possible courtesy to Gavras, who was allowed to 
shoot the film in Algiers. Algiers has a strong 
association behind it of unrest, having just been 
the recent (when the film was made) site of a 
long a violent war in which Algerians tossed off 
French colonialism after a long bitter struggle 


and. established the first Islamic democrac 
the multiethnic quality of the movie gro 
my multinational country of origin flip/ 
features French and Italian movie stars 
Greeks; Algerian extras and suppor 
members as- ‘Greeks; and the onk 
individual i 


fight back by any means necessary. : 


Z is also a model of how to make a fact 
based movie as exciting as thriller, something 
William Friedkin picked:.up:. on when making 
The French Connection,:down to using one of 
Z’s:actors, Marcel Bozzuffi, again as.one of the 
heavies. It also: was: also highly influential on 
JFK: whether or not Oliver Stone admits to it. 
The: circumstances: depicted: in the movie are 
both reminiscent. of the. thug-protomilitia 
elements: plotting the logistics. of the Kennedy 
assassination, down to .the present of career 
chickenhawks and street homosexuals. in the 
right wing groups. The movie is more timely 
than ever in the United States with its numerous 
survivalist pockets; and the assassination of 
Deputy Z. closely mirrors the “coup” where 
President Kennedy was ousted. 


Cleverly, Costa-Gavras names most of 
the characters by their professions in the film, 
with a few ironic monikers given to some, 
<specially the troublemakers. The movie opens 
with the military brass behind the coup speaking, 
and it’s obvious they have a neo-Nazi brownshirt 
look and agenda. Deputy Z. (Yves Montand) is 
a leftist politician who arrives in Solanika for a 
peace demonstration. He’s scheduled to give a 
speech encouraging disarmament and removal of 
NATO bases from Greece at a performance of 
the Bolshoi Ballet. His presence at the event 


gives all the ammunition the anti-communist. 


right wing forces need to attack him. Matt 
(Bernard Fresson) and Manuel (Charles Denner) 


are Deputy Z.’s fanatically tenn political * 


allies 











people living in ne : region oe 


At the last minute, the military officials 
heroes that hey can’t have their tally at 






“perfection. An honest politician. The girls like 
him.” Perhaps a bit much. A shopdresser in the 
window gives him the eye. There's a bizarre 
flashback to Z’s wife, Helena (irene Pappas) 
walking in on him. cheating with a woman 
changing into a wig. Like every politician, from 
JFK to President Clinton, he’s got his groupies. 


The trouble begins immediately when 
Yago (Renato Salvatori) and Vago (Marcel 
Bozzuffi).are sent in by the right wing contingent 
to attack a bunch of leftists giving out flyers that 
state the new location of the rally. Vago, balding 
and clad in a cheap suit, ignites the fracas by 
knocking over a poster for Z’s rally, ripping it 
down and revealing a poster for The Good the 
Bad and the Ugly. Indeed, the Bad and the 


- Ugly have arrived in full force. One guy asks 


what the hell he’s doing. Yago, a big burly guy 
with a billy club hidden under his jacket, shouts 
“DO AS YOUR TOLD!” and whacks him with 
all his might, There's face twisting, punching, 
kicking and clubbing in one of the most intense 
street fight scenes. ever filmed. Grooving on and 
smirking at the chaos he’s initiated, Vago kicks 
the flyers out of a woman’s hands, then kicks her 
squarely in the ass as he laughs. 


Later that evening, Z. gives his speech 
and there’s a near riot between the right wing 
opposition and the left wing disarmament crowd 
before indifferent police. Z. is smashed over the 
head but still manages to speak. His supporters 
are trapped in the building like sitting ducks. 
When one innocent older guy is questioned why 
he’s there, he simply says, “I’m a Mason” — | 
which subtly tips you off that he’s on the side of 
good. The photojournalist (Jacques Perrin) gets 
billy clubbed, too, as he’s recording the events. 


The chaos they enjoy wreaking, the 
violence they participate in, is all part of sex 


7/ 


TL 


thing for. Yago and Vago; it’s simultaneously 
blowing off steam for them and a tum on. 
They’re both homosexuals, and Vago is a career 
chickenhawk who with his cheap suit and 
balding head should have starred in the Toby 
Ross story. As Vago stares at a young boy in his 
underwear looking at the demonstration from a 
window, Yago chuckles, “you still horny?” 
Yago drives by in his kamikaze (a three wheel 
pickup truck common in Europe) and along with 
Vago grab one of the senators and start beating 
him to death with their goon squad. But it’s the 
wrong guy! They head back, and as Z. leaves 
the building, Yago passes by him in the 
kamikaze and Vago gives Z a severe whack with 
a billy club across the skull. 


One of Z’s supporters climbs aboard the 
kamikaze and engages in severe hand to hand 
combat with Vago to Mikis Theodorakis’ 
appropriately heavy percussive soundtrack, 
eventually knocking him off the truck. He tries 
to break through the windshield and attack Yago. 
Yago tries to billy club him but the guy dashes 
away in time and a fireman arrests Yago. Yago 
tells the young fireman to “just make it like you 
tried to stop me, fall down dead.” Like all of his 
gestures, Yago makes a vaguely sexual physical 
advance towards the fireman. The kid isn’t 
aware of the larger conspiracy, but Yago slips 
out in a blackout. 


Yago later turns up at the cafeteria of a 
police station, claiming that he was the drunk 
driver who struck Z. and Vago was passed out in 
the seat next to him. The investigating officer is 
horrified that a criminal is sitting in the cafeteria. 
He checks his breath and Yago obnoxiously 
states that he made “mutton stew” which hides 
alcohol on the breath. He menacingly looms 
over a street peddler boy, encouraging him to 
eat. 


Vago goes to a contact at a newspaper 
and says to print his name so his buddies will 
know that he beat up the left wing. The 
columnist is either one of his lovers or part of 
some sinister boy-lover circle that they are both 
members of. Later, Vago returns, this time 
bearing glasses. “So now you wear glasses?” 
“It’s a disguise,” smirks Vago. “Take my name 
out or PI be questioned by the police.” For 
added measure, being the gay street slime he is, 
Vago propositions the newspaperman with a coy 
“are you free now?” When he’s in the clear, he 
removes the phony glasses and jumps for joy. A 


blast of Farfisa garage rock explodes on the 
soundtrack. Vago immediately goes to an 
outdoor café where a young boy is playing 
pinball and moves right in on him, his fingers 
quickly over the kid’s hand. 


The finest surgeon in London operates 
on Deputy Z, as his wife doesn’t trust the locals. 
The photojournalist flirts with and photographs 
the girl at Z.’s answering service:::She says: she 
doesn’t eavesdrop on’ him, ‘but: it’s clear when 
you ‘seé Pappas’ face that they “haven't been 
seeing eye to eye:on things” The surgeons say 
that Z’s heart is exceptionally. strong and is: still 
beating’ — but there’s no telling as to the brain 
damage. There's a flashback to his own past as a 
physician saying “his heart is strong” about a 
patient he feels will make it. But Deputy Z. dies, 
with the surgeon listing the cause of death as the 
blow to his head. 


The authorities want the conspiracy 
behind Z’s murder covered up as briskly as 
possible. They begin developing files on the 
leftists. “Break his halo” they say about the 
injured Senator. They refer to Manuel as “half- 
Jew, which makes him think he’s better than 


. whole ones.” They appoint the Investigating 


Magistrate (Jean-Louis Trintignant) to hopefully 
cover up Z’s death as quickly and quietly as 
possible. However, this career bureaucrat, 


whose father was a police chief, proves 


incorruptible and determined to get to the truth. 
He takes depositions from everyone. The first 
key witness is Nick (Georges Geret), who 
dresses in his Sunday best to go be deposed. On 
his way to the Magistrate, Nick is clubbed over 
the head where a bunch of bystanders accuse him 
of being a drunk or epileptic. 


Sitting in an empty hospital ward with 
an icepack on his head, Nick is almost attacked 
by Vago, who’s faked an injured leg to cover up 
his wrongdoing and rushes back to his bed to a 
suspicious pack of medical personnel. Costa- 
Gavras said Nick was the character most 
reminiscent of him, and it’s telling both about his 
desire for honest and connections with the 
homosexual underworld. Nick’s also a nice guy, 
and it’s a surprising character turn from Geret, 
who’s been immortalized in Sleazoid as the 
heavy vice lord in La Punition. 


Nick lets the photojournalist take some 
snaps of him, although he’s embarrassed about 
the icepack. Somewhat naively, they both 


believe so much i in freedom of the press that ne | 









witnesses: 
Magistrate. He’s a “bachelor who lives 
mother and who enjoys soccer” (read 


ip eS ao as any of 
f groups who go around 
government buildings and 


Heading the CROC pyramid are a group of 
grotesques, including an eyepatched fellow who 
no longer attends meetings, and got rich selling 
one .of his eyes to an American. It’s a 
lumpenproletariat union; people like Yago, Vago 
and street vendors have to attend the gatherings 
in order to get working licenses. One of 
CROC’s members is a fig salesman; and the 
Photojournalist gets some good snaps of him, 
who innocently thinks he’s posing for touristy 
shots. The fig salesman is always at the head of 
the bashings of leftists. CROC is utilized by the 
police and military as an auxiliary band to do the 
dirty work they don’t want to be officially 
connected to. 


Nick’s sister appears at the hospital to 
rebuke him, saying that when her father died she 
hoped he’d take his place but instead he 
“preferred soccer and scum like Yago.” Nick’s 
mother just doesn’t want her son getting hurt 
with his involvement. But he sticks to his story. 


The Photojournalist also snaps the injured ` 


senator, stating that a mainstream paper will get 
the word out faster than a leftist one that fewer 
people read. 


It turns out that Yago and Vago were 
blackmailed by CROC into being hitmen. Like 
many American survivalists, a lot of it comes 
down to having money. Yago can’t even make 
the payments on his kamikaze truck, let alone 
repair the muffler. When he’s told of his 
assignment, he grimly calls it a “trip into hell.” 


The Magistrate confronts Vago and asks 
him how many convictions he’s had, which 
include “public outrage, assault, and rape... well, 


it wasn’t really rape... I was a. camp 
counselor...” The Magistrate smirks back. He 
also trips Yago up into admitting his 
membership in CROC. 


“You're a communist: You said a rich 
man could recover from a fracture but a poor 
man would starve...” 


= Vago vehemently calls him a liar and 
says, much to his lawyer’s dismay, that “I’m a 
member of an anti-communist organization! 
CROC? == 


“You ‘are charged ‘with pre-meditated 
murder..." 


The Magistrate goes down the list. 
Vago, the Army Officials who planned Z.’s 
murder... all charged with attempted murder. 


At the conclusion of Z we see the 
Photojournalist giving the fates of the various 
officials... gory actual photographs reveal 
murdered witnesses... Manuel dies after ‘being 
thrown off a seventh story window during an 
interrogation... Matt is exiled to the islands... 
Yago and Vago are convicted and respectively 
sentenced to a prison farm for 11 and 8 years, 
where 2 years equals one... and then the 
Photojournalist becomes his own subject, 


. sentenced to three years for releasing official 


documents. 


The film concludes with what the post- 
junta Greek government did — outlawed 
miniskirts, the Peace symbol, long hair, 
references to Socrates homosexuality... and the 
letter Z, which in ancient Greek, means “HE 
LIVES.” 


Z is an amazing example of how a true 
story can be turned into an edge of the seat 
thriller, as exciting as the best exploitation 
movie. It has the some of the most realistic riots 
and street brawls ever seen on screen. The 
acting is superb all around. Raoul Coutard’s 
cinematography, combines his nouvelle vague 
cinema verite techniques with an amazingly 
sharp kinetic impact. The film was shot on a 
very low budget, but you’d never know from the 
professionalism that Costa-Gavras employed in 
assembling it. 


One amazing thing is that he makes 
each character sympathetic, even the villains like 


F: 
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Yago and Vago. Its a combination of a sex 
thing and bad economic circumstances, much 
like American survivalists, that’s motivating 
these two. As played by Salvatori and Bozzuffi, 
Yago and Vago are two of the most memorable, 
original screen antagonists. 


Two things about Z really gave me a 
dose of Greek pride.  Firstoff Greeks are 
depicted as getting their way by any means 
necessary, whether it means a club to the head or 
relentless. sexual flirtation. You see the latter 
happen throughout the film, from the most heroic 
characters like the Photojournalist and even 
Deputy Z., and the street scum like Yago and 
Vago. And secondly, it made me proud that the 
great visionary humanist Deputy Z. was part of 
my lineage. 


For a Look at the Actual Historical Events 
Behind Z, I’ve asked my good friend in 
Athens, Mike Haritos, who puts out “The Site 
of Movie Magazines,” www.moviemags.com, 
to comment on the real events: 


Now, let give my recollections of 
Grigoris Lambrakis, who as depicted as Deputy 
Z. in Z. I saw the movie 20 years ago so I don't 
remember the details. "Yago and Vago" are the 
murderers. CROC was a paramilitary group in 
the movie. 


Today we don't have paramilitary 
groups. We have the "Golden Dawn", a bunch of 
Nazi-skinheads who dressed in boots and leather 
and salute like Nazis. They usually fight the 
anarchists in the streets but they are not really a 
big threat. 


As you know after World War I 
there was a civil war in Greece between the 
communist party and the right wing. Stalin had 
agreed to leave Greece under the influence of the 
western world but he used the situation to gain 
profit in other parts of the world. After 4 years, 
with the help of British and USA the right wing 
won the war and started a witch hunt against 
every one opposed to them. The communists 
were declared outlaws so there was no way for 
them to participate in the national elections. 


The left party was called EDA and 
Grigoris Lambrakis was an independent member 
of the parliament who was in co-operation with 
EDA. A former champion athlete, a doctor- 
professor in the Medical University and the 


president of the so-called “committee for peace,” 
he was a beloved figure. May 22, 1963 he went 
to Salonika to speak in a meeting organized by 
“The friends of peace.” Outside of the building 
where he was going to speak were gathered the 
members of the far right organization “Fighters 
and Victims of the Resistance in Northern 
Greece” and their leader was a well known 
friend of the German Nazis during the war, by 
the name of Giosmas. 


After Lambrakis finished his speech 
and was leaving the building, a small truck 
moved from behind him and a man from the 
vehicle hit him in the head with an iron lever or a 
club. Lambrakis was dead. There were two 
people on the truck. The driver was Gotzamanis 
(Yago in Z) and the hit man was Emanouilidis 
(Vago in Z). Around them there were 190 
policemen and officers but they did nothing to 
stop them. 


As the truck was trying to leave the 
scene of crime Hatziapostolou, a Lambrakis 
follower, jumped on the truck and started 
fighting Emanouilidis. The latter drew a gun but 
Hatziapostolou was stronger and better; he was 
called ‘the tiger’. He disabled the first murderer 
and then started hitting the driver from the car 
window. The truck was stopped and one 
murderer was arrested by a ...fireman! Who 


-knew nothing of the previous murder. The other 


was arrested later. 


The prosecutor (depicted, as the 
Investigating Magistrate in Z) in the case was 
Sartzetakis (later President of Greek Democracy 
from 1990 to 1995) and he was surprising able 
and efficient. In the trial it was revealed that the 
murder was a conspiracy between high officers 
of the police and the army and it was planed in 
meetings days before. It's now obvious that 
behind the murder was the military junta who 
gained control of the country 4 years later. 


The court found the two murderers 
guilty and ordered to be put in jail: Gotzamanis 
(Yago), the driver, for 11 years and Emanouilidis 
(Vago) for 8-1/2 and a half years. Also were 
arrested Giosmas (known as von-Giosmas for his 
Nazi believes) and five high ranking officers of 
the police. 


No one stayed in jail after the junta 
coup in 4/21/1967. The officers all got 
promotions. One even became general. 





Sartzetakis suffered because he did his job 
because of the generals. He lost his job during 
the junta period. By the way, the junta had only 
one general. All the others were colonels — what 
Costa-Gavras called “operetta colonels”. And 
that shame of the Greek Army was too much 
even for the right-wing people. The junta 
murdered another member of the parliament, 
Tsarouhas, because he was an eyewitness to 
Lambrakis’ death. 


Gotzamanis (Yago) the driver, died 
from heart failure in 1994. Emanouilidis (Vago), 
the hitman, and Hatziapostolou died the same 
day, May 2, 2001 - the first from heart failure, 
the second from cancer. Nobody visited 
Emanouilidis in the hospital before his death, not 
even his relatives. He was living alone 
stigmatized for his role in the murder. On the 
other hand Hatziapostolou was buried like a 


life, underground figures, all were arrested 
before for crimes, were uneducated and primitive 
people. The policemen blackmailed them in 
order to do the murdering. They were granted 
permission for selling in the marketplace and 
then the police threatened to take off the 
permission. It was revealed in the court that 
Gotzamanis met the day before the murder with 
the police commander who was responsible for 
Lambrakis’ safety. 


There was no way for Costa-Gavras 
to film in Greece during the junta period. The 
film was based in Vasilis Vasilikos' book Z and 
had Mikis Theodorakis involved in it. Those 
names were a no-no for the colonels. As of 
Algerians been a mirror image to the Greeks, 
forget it. Most Greeks are racist enough to avoid 
a thought like that. And the truth is that there 
was never a strong bond between the two 


countries. Gavras probably went to Algiers 
because it was an ex French colony. 


hero. 


One of the strange things with the 
case was the co-operation between the hit men 
and the police officers. The hit men 


Greetings from Athens, [2 
Mike 


(Gotzamanis, Emanouilidis, Giosmas) were low... . 
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